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PROLOGUE E. 


I N this grave age, abben comedies are fetu, — 
Me crave your patronage for one that's nec; 
. Thargh "txvere poor Puffy yet bid the Author fair, 
And let the fearceneſs recommend the aware. 
Lorg have your ears been fill'd wwith tragic parts, 
Blind and blank-werſe bave barden'd all your hearts: 
1. &er you ſmile, tis at ſome 2 ſtrokes ; 

onnd-heads and wooden-thoes are landing jokes 3 
ves claps and kiſſes birth, x 
Jau tre grown ſth politicians in your mirth ! 
For once ave though tis, I won, unſafe ) 
Ta pleaſe you all, fand make both parties laugh. 

Oar Auth, finxious for bis fame to-night, 
Hand baſhful in bis firſt attempt to <vrite, . 
Lies cautiouſly obſcure and unrewveal'd, 
Lite ancient actors in a maſk eonceal'd. 
Confare, when ne man. knows who qrites the play, 
Niere much good malice merely thrown away. 
The mighty critics will not blaſt, for ſhame, 
A raw young thing wvho dares not tell bis name : 
Gord-natur'd judges will th' unknown defend, 
Ard fear to blame, 40% they ſhould burt a friend; 
Zach wvit may praiſe it fer bis own dear ſakes 
And hint be aorit it, if the thing ſhould takes 
But, if you're rough, and uſe bim lite a dog, 

end upon it——be'll remain intog. 

If you ſhould piſs, be ſwears be ll hiſs as Ligh, 
Aud, like à culprit, join the bue and cry, 

If crue! men are ftill averſe bo ſpare 
Ibeſe ſcenes, they fly for refuge to the fair. 
Though with a gheft our Cemedy be beighten'd : 
Ladie, upon my cu, you ſhan't be frigbten d. 
Ob, "tis a ghoſt that ſeems to be uncivil, 
A ell ſpread, infly, joinfure-bunting dewil ; 
An am rous ghoſt, that's faithful, fond, and true, 
Made up of fleſh and blaad—as much as you. 
T ben er evening come in flocks, undaunted; 
Fs never think this bouſe is tes much haunted. 


The [ame conceit 


| 
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O-night,: the poet's advocate I fiand ; 

And he deſerves the Favour at my Fund, 
Vo in my equipage their cauſe debating, 
Hos plac'd tævo lovers, end a third in awaiting 2 
I both the firſt ſheuld from their duty fewerve, 
There's one bebind the xvaini(cot in reſerve. 
In bis next play, if I evould take this treuble, 
He promis'd me to make the rumber double ; 
In troth eb, ſpoke like on eblig ing creature, 


oy 


My help thuf aR'd, I could not chuſe but grant ity 
And really I thought the play would want it, 

Void as it is of ail the wſual arts 

To warm your fancies, and to fleal your heart: 

No court-intrigue, nor city cuckaldom, 22 

Ne fong, no dance, no mujick but a drum 
No ſmutty thought in douvtſul phraſe expreſt, 

And, gentlemen, if ſo, pray where's the je? 

I ben wwe would raiſe your mirth, yen hardly know 

Whether, in farifinejs, you ſhould laugh or 1253 


, 


But turn upon the ladies in the pits 


And if they redden, yer ave ſure "tis wit. 
Proteft him then, ye far ones; for the fair S 
Of all conditions are bis equal cargs 
He draws a widow, wvho, of blameleſs carriage, 
True to her jeintfre, hates a ſecond marriage; 
And, to improve a wirtuous wife's delights, 
Out of one man contrives tævs wedding nights 3 
Nay, to oblige the ſex in ev'ry flate, 


A nymph of five and forty finds a mate. * 


Tos hong has marriage, in this taſteleſs age, 
With ill-bred raillery ſupply d — : 

No little ſcribbler is of avit ſo bare, 

But has his fling at the poor awedded pair. 

Our Author deals not in conceits ſo flale : 

For, ſhould th" examples of his play prevail, 

No man need bluſh, though true to marriage-vowt, 
Nor be a jeft, though be ſbould love bis 2 "= 
Thus has be done you Britiſh conſorts right; 
Whoſe buſbands, Nulli they pry like mine to-nighty 
Wiuld never find you in your conduF ſlipping, 
Though they turn'd conjurors to take you tripping. 


Dramatis Perſon. 
M E N. 


Sir George Truman. 

Tinſel. 

Fantome, the Drummer. 

Vellum, Sir George Traman's Steward. 
Butler. 

Coachman, 

Gardener. 


WOM IK N. 


Lady Truman. 


Fer tbeugb tis ſimple, Jet it ed g- nature. | 
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rere 
A Creat Hall. 


Enter the Butler, Coachman, and Gardener. 


But, THERE came another coach to town laft 


night, that brought a. gentleman to en- 
euire about this ſtrange noiſe we hear in the houſe, 
This ſpirit will bring a power of cuſtom to the 
George---If ſo be he continues his pranks, I deſign 
to e a pot of ale, and ſet up the fign of the Drum. 
Coach, I'll give Madam warning, that's flat 
We always liv'd in fober families. I'll not diſ- 
ag ye to be a ſervant in a houſe that's 
daunted. 

Gard, I'll e'en marry Nell, and rent a bit of 
round of my own, if both of you leave Madam; 
dot but that Madam's a very good woman it 
0 did not ſpoil her Come, here's her 
health. 5 
: But, "Tis a very hard thing to be a Butler in a 
oule that is diſturb'd. He made ſuch a racket in 
the cellar laſt night, that I'm afraid he'll ſour all 
the beer in my barrels. . f 

Coach, Why then, John, we ought to take it off 
s faſt as we can, Here's to you He rattled fo 
loud under the tiles laſt night, that 1 verily thought 
tte houſe would have fallen over our heads, I durſt 
t go up into the cock-loft this morning, if I had 
n got one of the maids to go along with me. 

Gard, I thought 1 heard him in one of my bed- 
polls I marvel, Juhn, how he gets into the 
toute, when all the gates are ſhut. 

But. Why look ye, Peter, your ſpirit will creep 
wu into an auger-hole he'll whiſk. ve through 
' k*y-nole, without ſo much as joſtling againſt one 
ende wards, | 

Ca. Poor Madam is mainly friphted, that's 

tanz and verily believes it is my mailer that 
da kiil'd in the laſt campaign. 
2 Out of all manner of queſtion, Robin, *tis 
George; Mrs. Abigail is of opinion it can be 
done but his honour : He always lov'd the wars ; 
1 you know was mightily pleaſed from a child 
«ith the muſic of a drum. 

A it wonder his body was never found after 
; Found ! Why, ye fool, is not his body 
dere about the houſe ? doſt thou think he can beat 
4 drum without hands and arms? 

Cech, Tis maſter as ſure as 1 ſtand here alive; 


and | verily believe 1 ſaw him laſt night in the 


9 Xa c loſe, 


Gard. Ay! how did he appear! 

Coach. Like a white hoife, 
But. Pho, Robin, I tell thee he has never ap- 

pear'd yet but in the ſhape of the ſound of a drum. 

Coach. This makes one almoſt afraid of one's 
awn ſhadow, As I was walking from the ſtable 
t'cther night, without my lanthorn, I fell acroſs 
a beam that lay in my way, and faith my heart 
was in my mouth I thought I had tumbled 
over a ſpirit, | 

But. Thou might'| as well have ſtumbled over a 
ſtraw. Why a ſpirit is ſuch a little thing, that I 
have heard a man, who was a great ſcholar, ſay, 
that he'll dance ye a Lancaſhire hornpipe upon 
the point of a needle As I fat in the pantry 
laſt night, counting my ſpoons, the candle, me- 
thought, burnt blue, and the ſpay'd bitch look'd 
as if the ſaw ſomething. | 

Cearh. Ay, poor cur, ſhe's almoſt frightened ove 
of her wite, 

Gard. Ay, I warrant ye, ſhe hears him many a 
time, and often, when we don't. 

But My lady muſt have him laid, that's certaing 
whatever it coſt her. 

Gard. I fancy when one goes to market, one might 
hear of ſomebedy that can make a ſpell. | 

Coach. Why may not the parſon of our pariſh 
lay him ? 

But. No, no, no; our parſon cannot lay him. 

Coach. Why not he as well as another man? 

But. Why, ye tool, he is not qualified-—He has 
not taken the oaths. | 

Gard. Why d'ye think, John, that the ſpirit 
would take the law of him? Faith, I could tel! 
vou one way to drive him off. a. 5 

Coach. How's that ? 

Gard, I'll tell you immediately [di. 
[ fancy Mrs. Abigail might ſcold | im out of the 
houſe, 

Coach. Ay, ſhe has a tongue that would drown 
his drum, if any thing could. 

But. Pugh, this is all froth ; you underſand no- . 
thing of the matter——The next time it makes 2 
noiſe, I tell you what ought to he done-—l would 
have the ſteward ſpeak Latin to it. 

C:ach, Ay, that would do, if the ſte ward had 


oY courage. | 


Gard. There you have it——He's a fearful man. 
If 1 had as much learning as he, and I met the 
hoſt, I'd tell him his own: But alack, what can 
us poor men do with a ſpirit, that can neither write 
nor read ? 


But. Thou art always cracking and boaſt z g, 
A | | 
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one ! It will do us no harm, I'll anſwer for it: It 
will bring no bloogiſed along with it, take my 


4 ”"" 2 nv 


do thee, if ſuch a filly dog as thee ſhould offer to 
ſpeak to it: For aught I know, he might flea thee. 
alive, and make parchment of thy ſkin to cover his. 
drum with, i 
Gard. A fiddleſtick ! tell not me—] fear nothing, 
not 1 ! I never did harm in my life; 1 never com- 
mitted murder. | 
But. I verily believe thee: keep thy temper, 
Peter ; after ſupper well drink each of us a double 
mug, and then let come what will. 
Gard. Why that's, well faid, John: An honeſt 
man that is not quite ſober, has nothing to fear-— 
Here's to ye—Why, how if he ſhould come this mi- 


But. and Coach. Ha! where? 


Abigail. 

But. Ay, faith ! 'tis the ; 'tis Mrs. Abigail! A 
good miſtake l "tis Mrs, Abigail. 
| Enter Abigail. 
. . M6. Here are your drunken ſots for you ! Is this 
a time to be guzzling, when gentry are come to the 
'houſe ? Why don't you lay your cloth? How come 
you out of the ſtables? Why are you not at work in 
your garden ? | 

Gard, Why, yonder's the fine Londoner and Ma- 
dam fetching a walk together; and methought 
they look'd as if they ſhould ſay they had rather have 
my room than my company. 


DRUM M E R. 


Peter; thou doſt not know what michief it might 


{call out my drummer 


Coach, Make off, make off, good butler; x 
us go hide ourſelves in ho cole. [They all . 
Abigail ſola. | | 

Ab, So now the coaſt is clear, I may venture ta 
But firſt let me ſhut the 


door, leſt we be ſurpris'd. Mr. Fantome, Mr, Fan. 4 

Fantome ! ¶ He beats. ] Nay, nay, pray come out : mes 

the enemy's fled -I muſt ſpeak wich you imme- i, F. 

diateiy— Don't ſtay to beat a parley. wung pit 

[ The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers Fantome Far. 1 

Toth a drum. wanted 

Fan. Dear Mrs, Nabby, I have overheard all 4. Y 

that has been faid, and find thou haſt manag'd this WY bit no r 

thing ſo well, that I could take thee in my arms weight. 

mute, here would 1 ſtand. Ha! what noiſe is that? and kiſs thee—il my drum did nut ſtand in my way, WM. kites n 
| A. Well, o' my conſcience, you are the merrieſt m mutt 
Gard. The Devil ! the Devil! Oh no; 'tis Mrs. | ghoſt ! and the very picture of Sir George Trumac, bird the 
Fan. There you flatter me, Mrs. Abigail: Sie WW ix you ! 

Ce rc hai that freſhneſs in his looks, that we men Wl 41's ca 

of the town cannot come up to. etticoat 

A. Oh! death may have alter'd vob, you Wt: i 

know—Behfides, you muſt conſider, you loſt a great reak th 

deal of blood in the battle, de cor! 

Fan. Ay, that's right; let me lock never ſo pale, Jan. 

this cut croſs my forehead will keep me in coun- out 

tenance. ; : yt kno 

Ab. Tis juſt ſuch a one as my maſter recei /d Ab. v 

from a curſed French trooper, as my lady's letter mth you 

inform'd her, Fan. 

Fan, It happens luckily that this ſuit of cloaths t ſees n 

of Sir Gecrge's fits me ſo well—1 think I can't tb make 


But. And ſo forſoqth, being all three met to- 
gether, we arc daing aur endeayours to drink this 
ſame drummer out of our heads. x 

Gard, For you muſt know, Mrs. Abigail, we are 
all of opinion that one can't be a match for him, 
unleſs one be as drunk as a drum, 

Coach, I am reſolv'd to give Madam warning to 


bire herſelf another coachman; for I came to ſerve | 


my maſter, d'ye ſee, while he was alive : but do 
ſuppoſe that he has no further occaſion for a coach, 
now he walks. 

But. Truly, Mrs. Abigail, I muſts needs ſay, 
that this ſame fpirit is a very odd ſort of a body, 
after all, to fright Madam and his old ſervants at 
this rate. . 
Card. And truly, Mrs. Abigail, I muſt needs ſay, 
I ferv'd my maſter contentedly, while he was liv- 
ing; but Iwill ſerve no man living (that is, no man 
that is not living) without double wages. 

Ab. Ay, tis ſuch cowards as you that go about 
with idle ſtories, to diſgrace the houſe, and bring 
ſo many ſtrangers about it: You firſt trighten your- 
ſelves, and then your neighbours. | 

Gard. Frighten'd ! J ſcorn your words: Frigh- 
ten'd quoth-a : 

Ab, What, you ſot, are you grown pot-valiant ? 

Gard. Fighten'd with a drum! that's a good 


word, It ſounds as like a train-batzd Crum as ever 
J heard in my lite. = 
Bat. P.ythee, Peter, don't be ſo preſum ptuous. 
Ab, Well, thele drunken rogues take it as ! 
could with. I. 
Gard. 1 ſcorn to be frighten'd, now I am in for't; 
if old Dub-a-dub ſhould come into the room, 1 
wenld take him- R : ae 
Bat. Pr'ythee hold thy tongue. 
Gard. I would take him 
Ie cram beats ; The Gardener endzawours to 
| gel oF, ard falls. . 
But. and Cracv. Speak to it, Mrs; Abigail, 


Ab. C 


(007, 


fail hitting the air of a man with whom 1 was ſo 
long acquaintzd. 


Far. 
lite as fl 
de tatts 


Ab. You are the very man—I vow I almoſt fart 
when I look upon you. > 
Fan. But what good will this do me, if I muſt 


remain inviſible ? A. T 
Ab. Pray what good will your being viſible do . Far 
you ? The fair Mr. Fantome thought no woman toulanc 
could withſtand him——But when you wee ſeen far. 
by my lady in your proper perſon, after ſhe had be it. 
taken a full ſurvey of you, and heard all the Ab, ! 
pretty things you could ſay, ſhe very civilly dilmus'd 
you for the fake of that empty noiſy creatures Ab, | 
Tinfel, She fancies you have been gone from pr that 
hence this fortnight. | * — 
Fen. Why really 1 lov'd the lady fo well, that Wight 
though I had no hopes of gaining ber for myſelh, 1 Lady, 
could not bear to ſee her given to another, eſpecially «et; 
to ſuch a wretch as Tinſel, _ ws gor 
Ab, Well, tell me truly, Mr. Fantome, have 4. 
not you a great opinion of my fidelity to my dear bad t 
lady, that I would not ſuffer her to be deluded in df 
this manner for leſs than a thouſand pound ? Lac 
Fan. Thou art always reminding me of my pro- daten 
miſe- Thou ſhalt have it, if thou ean'ſt bring 1 
our project to bear: Doſt not know that tories ot OY 
ghoſts and apparitions generally end in a pot of ks 
money, yu 


Ab, Why truly now, Mr. Fantome, 1. ſhould x retſe 


think myſelf a very bad woman, if 1 had done what "a 
do for a farthing leſs. _ 
Fan. Dear Abigail, how I admire thy virtue! el 
2b. No, no, Mr. Fantome, I defy the worſt of my "OM 
enemies to ſay, I Ive miſchief for miſchiet's ſakes Sy 
Fan. But is thy lady perſuaded that I'm the ghoſt * 
of her deceaſed huſband? f ag 
Ab. 1 endeavour to make her believe ſo; and tell Wakes 
her, every time yqur drum rattles, that her huſbang 0 
is chiding her for entertaining this new lover. * 7 
Fan, Pri'ythee make uſe of all thy ert: for T _ 


tir'd to cath with ſtrolling round this wide b 


% . 
d. Spare my lie, and take all I have, 


houſe, like a tat behind tue waipſcot. 5 


THE 


in it, befides myſelf. 


des 
wong girl, I was a mighty lover of, hide and ſeek. 


wint:d with the houſe as yourtelf. 


bright. This place is unknown to any one living 


w mut underſtand, being a lover of mine, con- 


D N U NM ME N 
J. Did not I tell you 'twas the pureſt place in 
& world for you to play your tricks in? There's 
ure of the family that knows every hole and cor- 
Fin. Ah, Mis. Abigail, you have had your in- 
Al, For you muſt know when I was a romping 


Far, I belieie by this time, I am as well ac- 


4b. You are very much miſtaken, Mr. Fantome : 
Jut no matter for that; here is to be vour ſtation 


leldes myſelf, fince the death of the joiner, who, 


rid the wainſcot to move to and fro, in the man- 


5 * 
till I found he lov'd me ſo much. But Mr. Tinſel 
makes his coutt to me with ſo much neglect and - 
indifference, and with ſuch an agreeable ſaucineſy— _. 
Not that I fay I'll marry him. | 

Ab. Marry him, quoth-a! No, if you ſhould, | 
you'tl be awaken'd ſooner than married couples ge- 
neraily 2:e—— You'll quickly have a drum at your 
Wine >w, | : i 

Lady. Til hide my contempt of Tinſel for once, 
if it be bur ti ſee what this wench drives at. [ Aft. 

Ab, Why, ſuppoſe your huſband, after this fair 
warning he has given you, ſhould found you an 
alarm at midnight; then open your curtains with a 
face as pale as my apron, and cry out with a hollow , 
voice, What doſt thou do in bed with this ſpindle» | 
ſhank'sd fellow? 


w you find it, I deſign'd it for a wardrobe for my 
biy's caſt clothes. Oh! the ftomachers, ftays, 
etticoats, commodes, lac'd ſhoes, and good things 
te | have had inc! Pray take care you don't 
tak the cherry bra idy bottle that ſtanzs up in 
de cor ir. 2 N 

Jan. Well, Mrs. Abigail, I hire your clcſet of 
u but for this one night -A thouſand pound, 
jou know, is a very good rent. 

Ab. Well, get you gone : You have ſuch a way 
th you, there's no denying you any thing! 

Fir, I'm thinking how Tinſel will fare, when 

te ſees me come out of the wall; for I am reſolv'd 
wmake my appearance to-night, 
. Get you in, get you in, my lady's at the 
or, 
Far, Pray take care ſhe does not keep me up ſo 
ler a5 ſhe did laſt night, or depend upon it Il} bea: 
de tattoo 

4b, Tm undone, I'm undone [ As bes going in. 
l. Fintome, Mr, Fantome, have you put the 
be.land pound bond into my brother's hand? 

far. Thou ſhalt have it; I tell thee thou ſhalt 
ue it, Fantome poet in. 
4. No more wo ds Vaniſh, vaniſh. 
Enter Lady. 

Ab, [Opening the deor.] Oh dear Madam, was it 
tat made ſuch a knocking ? My heart does fo 
n vow vou have frighted me to death———-[ 
wacht verily it had been the drummer, 

Lach. J have been ſhewing the garden to Mr. 
wet: He's moſt inſufferably witty upon us about 
ki ory of the drum. 

4% Indeed, Madam, he's a very looſe man: I'm 
"ns ts he that hinders my poor maſter from reſt- 
Im his grave. 

. Weil, an infidel is ſuch a novelty in the 
daten, that I am refoly'd to divert myſelf a day or 
le aſt with the odiveſs of his converſation. 

. Ah, Ma tam! the drum began to beat in the 
de as ſoon as ever this creature was admitted to 
u. All the while Mr, Fantome made his 
Dees to you, there was not a mouſe flirring in 
frag” wg than us d to be 
+247, This baggage has ſome defign u me 
e han I can yet Tr, [ Afide. ]——Mr. 

"> me was always thy favourite. 

25 * and ſhould hase been yours too, by my 
men Mr, Fantome was not ſuch a flight fan- 
. a thing as this iS—-Mr, Fantome was the beſt 
dan one ſhould fee in a ſummer's day! Mr. 


1 


J how has he ſizh'd when he has talk'd to 
—_— hard-hearted lady Well! I had as lief 
"wuſand pound you would marry Mr. Fantome. 


4 To tell thee troly, L Joy 4 him well enough 


Lach. Why wilt thou needs have it to be my 


huſband ? He never had any reaſon to be offended at 

me. T always lov'd him while he was living; and 
ſhould prefer him to any man were he ſo till. M 
Tinſel is indeed very idle in his talk ; but I fancy, 


r, 


Abigall, a diſcreet woman might reform him. 

Ab. That's a likely matter indeed! Did you ever 
hear of a woman who had power over a man when 
ſhe was his wife, that had none while ſhe was his 
miſtreſs! Oh ! there's nothing in the world im- 


proves a man in his complaiſance, like marriage ! 


Lady. He is, indeed, at preſent, too familiar in 


his converſation. 


Ab. Familiar ! Madam; in troth he's downright 


rude, 


Lady. But that, you know, Abigail, ſhews he 
has no diſſimulation in him——— Then he is apt to 


jet alittle too much Ar grave ſubjects. 


Ab. Grave ſubjects! he jeſts upon the church. 

Lady. But that, you know, Abigail, may be 
only to ſhew his wit Then it muſt be ound he's 
extremely talkative. . 
Ab, Ta)kative, d'ye call it! he's downright ims 
pertinent. Ws 
Lady. But that, you know, Abigail, is a ſign he 
has been us'd to good company— Then, indeed; be 
s very poſitive. | 

-/b, Poſitive ! why, he contradicts you in every 
thing 209 ſay. . * 

Lach. But then, you know, Abigail, he has 
been educated at the inns of court. 

Ab. A bleſſed education indeed ! it bas made him 
forget his catechiſm ! 

Lady. You talk as if you hated him. 825 

Ab. You talk as if you lov'd him. 4 

Lady. Hold your tongue, here he comes. 

Enter Tinſel. 

Tin, My dear widow |! | 

Ab. My dear widow ! marry come up! [ Afde. 

Lady, Let him alone, Abigail; ſo long as he 
does not call me my dear wife, thete's no harm 
done, : 

Tin. I have been moſt ridiculouſly diverted ſince 
[ left you—-- Your ſervants have made a convert of 
my booby * his head is fo fill'd with this fooliſh 
tory of a drummer, thar I expect the rogue will 
be afraid, hereafter, to go upon a meſſage by moon · 
light- 

"Lady. Ah, Mr. Tinſel, what a loſs of billet- 
doux will that be to many a fine lady 

Ab, Then you ſtill believe this to be a fooliſh 


eme was a man of honour, and lov'd you. | tory? I thought my lacy had told you, that the 


had heard it herſelt. 
Tin. Ha, ha, ha . 
Ab. Why, you wou'd not perſuade us out of 
our ſenſes. 
4 2 


4 


converſation 


Ab, There's manners for you, Madam, [ Aſide. 


re eo Mr MER: 


Tin. Ha, ba, ba! ; cheated, bubbled, abus'd, bamboozled-nn_- 


Ab, Madam, how can you hear ſuch a profligate} 


Lady. Admirably rally'd! that laugh is unan- he talks like the London prodigal. 


ſwerable | Now I'll be hang'd if you could forbear | 


Lady. Why really, I'm a thinking, if there be no 


being witty upon me, if I ſhould tell you I heard ſuch things as ſpirits, a woman has no occaſion for 
marrying---She need not be afraid to lie by herſelf, 


it no longer ago than laſt night. TH 
Tin. Fancy! 2 | 
Lady. But what if I ſhould tell you my maid was 
with me! Pires 


Tin. Ah! my dear! are huſbands good for no- 


thing but to frighten away ſpirits ? Doſt thou think 


| | could not inſtruct thee in ſeveral other comforts 


Tin. Vapours vapours! Pray, my dear Widow, of matrimony ? 


will you anſwer me one queſtion ? 
this noite of a drum in 
your hufband was living ? 

Lady. And pray, Mr. Tinſel, will you let me aſk 
you another queſtion? Do you think we can hear 
in the country, as well as you do in town ? 

Tin. Believe me, Madam, 1 could preſcribe you a 
cure for theſe imaginations. 13 

Ab. Don't tell my lady of imaginations, Sir, 1 
have heard it myſelf. | 

Tin, Hark thee, child—art thou not an old maid? | 

Ab. Sir, if I am, it is my own fault. 

Tin. Whims ! freaks! megrims! indeed, Mrs, 
Abigail. | 

Ab. Marry, Sir, by vour talk one wou'd believe 
you thought every thing that was good is a megrim. 

Lady. Why truly 1 don't very well underſtand 


led you evcr | 
your head, all the while | 


Lady. Ah but you are a man of ſo much know 


ledge, that you would always be laughing at my 


ignorance 
{piſe one! 


what you meant by your doQtrine to me in the gar- 


You learned men are ſo apt to de- 


Tin. No, child! I'd teach thee my principles; thou 


ſhouldſt be as wiſe as 1 am---tn a week's time. 


Lady. Do you think your principles wou'd make 


a woman the better wife? 


Tin. Pr'ythee, widow, don't be queer. 
Lady. 1 love a gay temper, but I would not have 


you rally things that are ſerious. 


Tin. Well enough, faith! where?s the jeſt of ral- 


lying any thing elſe ? 


Ab. Ah, Madam, did you ever hear Mr. Fantom 
talk at this rate? [ Ali. 
Tin. But where's this ghoſt ? this ſon of a whore 


of a drummer? I'd fain hear him methinks, 


Ab. Pray, Madam, don't ſuffer him to give the 


den juſt now, that every thing we ſaw was made by | ghoſt ſuch ill language, eſpecially when you hare 


chance, 

Ab, A very pretty ſubject indeed for a lover to di- 
vert his miſtreſs with. 

Lady. But I ſuppoſe that was only a taſte of the 
; you would entertain me with after 
marriage. : | 

Tin. Oh, I ſhall then have time to read you ſuch 
lectures o motions, atoms, and nature—that you 
Nall learn to think as freely as the beſt of us, and 
be convinced in leſs than a month, that all about 
us is chance-work. 

Lady. You are a very complaiſant perſon indeed ; 
and fo you would make your court to me, by per- 
ſuading me that I was made by chance! 

Tin. Ha, ha, ha! well ſaid; my dear! why, faith, 
thou wert very lucky hit, that's certain! 

Lady. Pray, Mr, Tinſel, where did you learn this 
odd way of talking? 

Tin. Ah, widow, 'tis your country innocence 
makes you think it an odd way of talking. 

Lady. Though you give no credit to ſtories of ap- 
parition?, I hope you believe there are ſuch things 
as ipirits ! | 

Tin, Sim licity! 

Ab. I fancy you don't believe women have ſouls, 
Cye, Sir? . : | 88 

Tin. Fooliſh enough | 

Lady. I vow, Mr. Tinſ-l, I'm afraid malicious 
people will ſay I'm in love with an atheiſt. 

Tu. Oh, my dear, that's an old-faſhion'd word 
I'm 3 tree-thinker, child! 

Ab. I'm ſure you are a free-ſpeaker, 

Lady. Really, Mr. Tinſel, confidering that you 
are ſo fine a gentleman, I'm amaz'd where you got 
all this learning? I wonder it has not ſpoil'd your 


- breeding. 7 


Tin, To tell you the truth, I have not time to 
look into theſe dry matters myſelf; but I am con- 
vinc'd by four or five learned men, whom I ſome- 
times overhear at a coffee-houſe I frequent, that 


our foretathers were a pack of aſſes, that the world 
has been in an error for ſome thouſands of years, 

and that a!l the people upon earth, excepting thoſe | houſe, and think i; is the pretueſt habitation le 
two or Luce worthy gentlemen, are impos'd upon, | ſaw in my lite. 


| 


reaſon to believe it is my maſter. | 
Tin. That's well enough faith, Nab z doſt think 
thy matter is ſo unrealonable, as to continue his 
claim to his relict after his bones are laid? Pray, 
widow, remember the words of your contract, you 
have fulfill'd them to a tittle— Did not you mart 
Sir George to the tune of till death us do part ? 
Lady. I muſt not hear Sir George's memory treated 
in ſo flight a manner—This fellow muſt have becn 
at ſome pains to make himſelf ſuch a finiſh'd con- 
combs : | Alice 
Tin. Give me but poſſeſſion of your perſon, and 
I'll whirl you up to town for à winter, and cure y 
at once. Oh! I have known many a, country 126 
come to Londen with frightful ſtories of the hal! 
houſe being haunted, of fairies, ſpirits, and witch? 
that by the time the had ſeen a comedy, play'd - 
an aſſembly, and ambled in a ball or two, has ect 
ſo little afraid of bngbears, that ſhe has ventur: 
home in a chair at al! hours of the night. 
Ab. Hum Sauce-box. 1% 
Tin. Tis the ſolitude of the country that creat: 
theſe whimſies ; there was never ſuch a thing 25 | 
ghoſt heard of at London, except in the Play-hovl 
Oh we'd paſs all our time in London. 
the ſcene of pleaſure and diverſions, where ther: 
ſomething to amuſe you every hour of the dn 
Lite's not life in the country. i 
Lady. Well, then, you have an -opportunity © 
ſhewing the fincerity of that love to me which wy 
profeſs. You may give a proof that you hare 3 
affection to my perſon, not my jointure. 
Tin, Your jointure! How can you tains r 
ſuch a dog! But, child, won't your jointure be t 
fame thing in London, as in the county?) 
Lady. No, you're deceiv'd.! You muſt know! 
ſettled on me by marriage-articles, on condition © 
I live in this old manſion-houſe, and keep it U} 
repairs 
Tin. How ! ; 4 
Ab. That's well put, Madam» 


Tin. Why faith I have been looking upon, 


2m ww 
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Lady. Ay, but then this cruel drum! — Vel. 8 4 look'd on Sir George through lis 
gate? Tin. Something ſo venerable in it! peFacles.} It is his face, every lineament ! "EY 
Lady. Ay, but the drum! 5 Sir Geo. Well, now I have put off the conjutot aud 
be no Tin. For my part, I like this Gothick way of the old man, I can talk to thee more at my eaſe. 
on for building better than any of your new orders——it | Vel. Believe me, my good maiter, I am as much 
rſelf. would be a thouſand pities it ſhould fall to ruin | rejoie'd to fee you alive, as I was upon the day you 
© no- - Lady. Ay, but the drum! ere born. Your name was in all the news-papers, 
think Tin. Howe pleaſantly we two could paſs our time | in the liſt of thote that were. flain. : 
nforts in this delicious fituation. Our lives wou'e be a Sir Geo. We have not time to be particular. 1 0 
continued dream of happineſs. Come, faith, wi- ſhall only tell thee in general, that I was taken pri- 
NOW. dow, let's go upon the leads, and take a view of the | foner in the battle, and was under clofe confinement 
at my country. ſeveral months. Upon my rejeaſe, I was reſoly'd to 
0 de- Lady. Ay, but the drum! the drum! ſurpriſe my wife with the news of my being alive. 
Tin. My dear, take my word for't *tis all faney : I know, Vellum, you are a perſon of fo much pe- 
thou Refides, ſhould he drum in thy very bed- chamber, I | netration, that I need not uſe any further arguments 
fhou'd only hug thee the cloſer. to convince you that I am ſo. ; | 
make Claſp'd in the folds of love, Id meet my doom, Vel. 1 am----- and moreover, I queſtion not but 
And act my joys, ibo thunder ſhook the room. your good lady will likewiſe be convinc'd ef it. 


Her honour is a diſcerning lady. 


e 50508090005 of Sir Gee, I'm only afraid ſhe ſhould be convine'd 
t have | % n [of it to her ſorrow. Is not ſhe pleas d with her 
f ral. E 6 imaginary widowhood ? Tell me truly, was the 
> ACT II. SCEN . I amicted at the report of my death ? f : 
SCEN E epens, and diſcovers Vellum in bis offices | Wl Sorely. | 


40. and a letter in bis band. Sir Geo, How — her grief laſt ? * 
whom Vel. HIS letter aſtoni ſheth; may I believe my | Vl. Longer than I have known any widow's--- 
own eyes- or rather my ſpe&acles----Ts | at leaſt three days. 8 | 
e the Humphrey Vellum, E/. Steward to the Lady Tru-] Sir Geo. Three days, ſay'ſt thou? Three whole” 
* man. : days! I'm afraid thou flatteteſt me !----O woman! 
Vellum, woman ! 


Vel. Grief is twofold, | ' 
Sir Ges. This block head is as methodical as ever 
but 1 know he's honeft, | Aude. 
Vel. There is a real grief, and there is a me- 
thodical prief: the was drown'd in tears till ſuch 
time as the taylor had made her widow's weeds--e | 
Indeed they became her. ie 
Sir Gee, Became her! and was that her comfort? 
Truly a moſt ſeaſonable conſolation ! |; 
= - Vet. But I muſt needs fay ſhe paid a due repard- } 
PS. Let this be a ſecret, and you ſhall fing your to your memory, and could not forbear weeping * 
* when ſhe faw company. "I 
"This arnazeth me!] and yet the reaſons why I ſhould | Sir Gee, That was kind indeed! I find ſhe griev'd 
believe he is ſtill living are manifold---Firſt, be- | with a great deal of good breeding. But how comeg 
«<x'ife this has often been the caſe of other military this gang of lovers about her? 3 


I doubt not but you vil be glad to bear your maſter 
it alive, ard deſign; to be avith you in balf an beur- 
The report of my being flain in the Netheriands, has, 
I find, produced ſeme diſorders in my family. I am 
row at the Gearge-Inn: If an old man with a yrey 
bard, in a black cloak, enquires after you, give bim 
ahnirtance, He paſſer for a cenjurer, but is really 

Your faithful friend, | 
G. Truman. 


— 
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adventurers, Vel. Her jointure is confiderable, 
Secondly, becauſe this news of his death was firſt | Sj- Geo. How this fool torments me! [ Ade. * 
duhliſh'd in Dier's Letter. Pil. Her perfon is amiable a | 
Thirdly, becauſe this letter can be written by! Si, Geo, Death! [ft 
none but himſelf---I Know his hand and manner af Vl. But her character is unblemiſh'd. She” . 
petting. F314 been as virtuous in your abſence as a Penelope 


"0 Sir Geo. And has had as many ſuitors, —_— | 
| Enter Butler. Vl. Several have made their overtures. | 0 

Put. Sir, here's a ſtrange old gentleman that aſks | Fir Ges, Severa! ' | 
'ar x0u3 he ſays he's a conjuror, but he's very) Vel. But the has rejected all. 1 
ſicious; 1 with he ben't a ſeſuit. Sir Geo, There thou reviv'ſt me: But what means 


Fourthly 


— 1 


e Admit him immediately. this Tinfel ? Are his viſits acceptable ? 
But. ] wiſh he ben't a. Jeſuit 3 but he ſays he's | 7. He is young. Toru 1% 
deid ing but a conjure. dir Geo, Does the liſten to hing 


Vel. He fays right----He is no more than a con- Veil. He 1s gay. . 
juror. Bring him in and withdraw, [ Exit Butler. Sir Gee, Sure he could never entertain a thought 

And tuurthly, as I was ſaying, becaule———— of marrying ſuch a coxcomb ! 3 | 

Enter Butler with Sir George. Ve], He is not ill made. 5 b 1 

But. Sir, here is the conjuror— What a deviliſh Sir Geo. Are the vows and proteſtations that paſs'&] i 

Yang beard he has! I warrant it has been growing | between us come to this! 1 can't beat the tholght}] 


2 — 


wee hundred years. | [ Afide. Exit. | of it! Is Tinſel the man defign'd for my Wort 
3r Geo, Dear Vellum, you have receiv'd my let- | ſucceffor ? / { þ 
%; but before we proceed, lock the door. Vl. You do not conſider that you have been dead 
el. It is his voice. { Shuts the door. | theſe fourteen month _ 
Sir Geo. In the next place heip me off with chis Sir Geo. Was there Ever ſach a dog? ſ TH 
@:mberſome cloak. 8 Vel. And I have often heard ber ſay, that gy 
. It is his ſhape. muſt never expect to find a ſecond Sir Grorge Trug 


S., Gee. So; now lay my beard upon the table, | man---meaning your he- - not. 
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Sir Ges. I think ſhe loy'd me; but I muſt ſearch 
into this {tory of the drummer before I diſcover my- 
ſelf to her. I have put on this habit of a conjuror, 
in order to introduce myſelf. It muſt be your bu- 
ſineſs to recommend me as a mot profound perſon, 
that by my great knowledge in the curious arts can 
Glence the drummer, and diſpoſſeſs the houſe. 

Vel. I am going to lay my accounts before my la- 
dy, and Lwill endeavour to prevail upon her ho- 
nour to admit the trial of your art. 

Sir Geo. 1 have ſcarce heard of any of theſe ſtories 
that did not ariſe from a love intrigue — Amours 
raiſe as many ghoſts as murders, a 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail endeavgurs to perſuade us, that 
*tis your hy--nour who troubles the houſe. 

Sir Geo. That convinces me tis a cheat; for I 
think, Vellum, I may be pretty well aſſur'd it is 
not me. . | 
Fel. J am apt to think ſo truly. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Gee, Abigail had always an aſcendant over her 

lady, and if there is a trick in this matter, depend 


= — — 
. — 


this ghoſt be not one of Abigail's familiars. 

Fel. Mrs. Abigail has of late been very myſte- 
rious. 
Sir Gec. I fancy, Vellum, thou couldſt worm it 
| out of her. I know formerly there was an amour 
between you. . 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail hath her allurements, and ſhe 
0 knows I have pick'd up a competency in your ho- 
nour's ſervice. 5 | 
Sir Geo. If thou haſt, all I aſk of thee in return 
is, that thou wouldſt immediately renew thy ad- 
dreſſes to her. Coax her up. Thou haſt ſuch a 
ſilver tongue, Vellum, as 'twill be impoſſible for her 
to withſtand. 
ſhe li like thee the better for giving her the pleaſure 
of telling a ſecret. In ſhort, wheedle her out of it, 
Land I ſhall act by the advice which thou giveſt me. 
Piel. Mrs. Abigail was never deaf to me, when I 
talk 'd upon that ſubject. I will take an opportu- 
EN of addreſſing myſelf to her in the moſt pathe- 
tick manner. 

Sir Geo. In the mean time lock me up in your 
office, and bring me word what ſucceſs you have--- 
Well, ſure I am the firſt that ever was employ'd to 
lay himſelf. | 

Pil. You AQ, indeed, a threefold part in this 
Mouſe ; you are a ghoſt, la conjuror, and my ho- 
pour'd maſter, Sir George Truman; he, he, he! 
You will pardon me for being jocular. 


= Geo. Oh, Mr. Vellum, with all my heart. 


ou know I love you men of wit and humour. Be 
$ merry as thou pleaſeit, ſo thou, doſt thy buſineſs. 
[Mericking him.] You will remember, Vellum, 
eur commiſſion is twofold : firit, to gain admiſſion 
for me to your lady; and ſecondly, to get the ſecret 
ho of Abigail. 
| Fel. It ſufficeth. 3 
; The SCENE puts. 
. 4 Enter Lady ſola. 
Lady. Women who have been happy in a firſt 
Parriage, are the moſt apt to venture upon a ſe- 
nd. But for my part, I had a huſband fo every 
ay ſuited to my inclinations, that I muſt entirely 
rget him, before I can like another man. I have 
ww been a widow but fourteen months, and have 
Bd twice as many lovers, all of 'em ptofeſt ad- 
Rirers of my perſon, but paſſionately in love with 
iy jointure.. - I think it is a revenge I owe my ſex, 
make an example of this worthleſs tribe of fel- 
ws, who grow impudent, dreſs themſelves fine, 


Y 


Taz D RUM M E R. 


upon it the is at the bottom of it, I'll be hang'd if 


Beſides, ſhe is ſo very a woman, that | 


of all my captives, Mr. Tinſel is the moſt extraor» 

dinary in his kind. I hope the diverſion I give my- 

ſelf with him is unblameable; I'm ſure tis neceſ- 

ſary to turn my thoughts off from the memory of 

that dear man who has been the greateſt happineſs 

and affliction of my life. My heart would be a 

prey to melancholy, if I did not find theſe in- 

nocent methods of relieving it. But here comes 

Abigail.; 1 muſt teize the baggage, for 1 find the 
has taien it into her head that I'm entirely at her 
diſpoſal. 

Enter Abigail. 

Ab. Madam! madam ! yonder's Mr. Tinſel has 
as good as taken poſſeſſion of your houſe. Marry, 
he ſays, he muſt have Sir George's apartment en- 
larg'd ; for truly, ſays he, I hate to be ſtraiten' d. 
Nay, he was ſo impudent as to ſhew me the cham- 


| ber where he intends to conſummate, as he calls it. 


Lady. Well | he's a wild fellow. 

Ab. Indeed he's a very ſad man, Madam. ; 

Lady. He's young, Abigail; tis a thouſand pi- 
ties he ſhould be loſt; I ſhould be mighty glad to 
reform him. 

Ab. Reform him! marry, hang him 

Lady. Has not he a great deal of life ? 

Ab. Ay, enough to make your heart ach. 

Lady. I dare ſay thou think'ſt him a very agree« 
able fellow. a 

Ab. He thinks himſelf ſo, I'll anſwer for him. 

Lady. He's very good-natur'd ! 


Al. He ought to be ſo, for he's very ſilly. 


Lady. Doſt thou think he loves me? 

Ab. Mr. Fantome did, I am ſure, 

Lady. With what raptures he talk'd ! 

Ab. Yes, but *twas in praiſe of your jointure-houſe, 

Lady. He has kept bad company. 

Ab. They mutt be very bad indeed, if they were 
worſe than himſelf. 


Lady. I have a ſtrong fancy a good woman might 
retorm him. ; 


Ab, It wou'd be a fine experiment if it ſhou'd not 
ſucceed. | 

Lady. Well, Abagail, we'll talk of that another 
time z---here comes the ſteward; I have no fur- 
ther decaſion for you at preſent. [ Exit Abigail. 

Enter Vellum, 

Vel. Madam, is your ho-nour at leiſure to look 
into the account of the laſt week ? They riſe very 
high- ---houſe-keeping is chargeable in a houſe that 
is haunted, | 

Lady. How comes that to paſs ? I hope the drum 


neither eats nor drinks! But read your account, 
Vellum. 


A hog ſhead and an half of ale---It is not for the 
ghoſt's drinking---But your ho- nour's ſervants ſay 
they muſt have ſomething to keep up their courage 
againſt this ſtrange noiſe. They tell me they expect 
a double quantity of malt in their ſmall beer ſo long 
as the houſe continues in this condition. 


frighten'd all the year round, I'll anſwer for em. 
But go on, 

Vel. Item, Two ſheep, and a---where is the ox ? 
---Oh, here I have him---and an ox+-- Your ho- 
nour muſt always have a piece of cold beef in the 
houſe for the entertainment of ſo many ſtrangers, who 


ten peck loaves---They cannot cat beef without 
bread---1:cm, Three barrels of table-beer- They 
muſt have drink with their meat. | 


j fancy we arc oblig'd t» proyide for em But 


Lady. Sure no woman in England has a ſte ward that 
makes iich ingeniqus comments on his works. t. 


Vel. ¶ Putting on and off bis ſpectacles in this ſcene] , 


Lady. At this rate they'll take care to be 


come from all parts to hear this drum. Item, Bread, 


Fel 
of Po 


Item, 


gail. 
Lai 
Vel 
ho-ne 
cordia 
when 
pardo 
La, 
Vet 
uſe of 
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rogue 
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vou“. 


lem, Three bottles of ſack for the uſe of Mrs. Abi- 


ö 
x 
4 
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of Port wine---Tt was by your ho-nour's order--- 


ul. 

f Lady, I ſuppoſe that was by your own order. 

Vel. We have been long friends; we are your 
ho-nour's ancient ſervants. Sack is an innocent 
cordial, and gives her ſpirit to chide the ſervants 
when they are tardy in their buſineſs; he, he, he 
pardon me for being jocular. 

Lady. Well, I ſee you'll come together at laſt. 

Vel. Item, A dozen pound of wax-lights for the 
uſe of the ſervants. 

Lady. For the uſe of the ſervants ! What are the 
rogues afraid of ſleeping in the dark! What an un- 
fo:tunate woman am I } This is ſuch a particular 
difreſs, it puts me to my wits end, Vellum, what 
wou'd you adviſe me to do? 

Vel. Madam, your ho-nour has two points to 
conſider, Imprimis, 'To retrench theſe extravagant 
expences, which ſo many ſtrangers bring upon you 
---Secondly, To clear the houſe of this inviſible 
drummer. a 

Lady. This learned diviſion leaves me juſt as wiſe 
a; I was. But how muſt we bring theſe two points 
to bear ? 

Vel. I beſeech your ho-nour to give me the hearing. 

Lady. I do. But pr'ythee take pity on me, and 
be not tedious. ; 

Vel. Iwill be conciſe. There is a certain perſon 
arrived this morning, an aged man of a venerable 
aſpeRt, and of a long hoary beard that reacheth 
down to his girdle. The common people call him 
a wizard, a white-witch, a conjuror, a cunning- 
man, a necromancer, a------ 

Lady. No matter for his titles. But what of all 
this ? | | 

Vel. Give me the hearing, good my Lady! He 
pretends to great ſkill in the occult ſciences, and is 
come hither upon the rumour of this drum. If 
one may believe him, he knows tae ſecret of laying 
ghoſts, or of quieting houſes that are haunted, 

Lady. Pho, theſe are idle ſtories to amuſe the 
country people; this can do us no good, 

I'd. It can do us no harm, my Lady. 

Lady. I dare ſay thou doſt not believe there is any 
thing in it thyielf? 

Vel. I cannot ſay Ido; there is no danger, how- 
tier in the experiment. Let him try his ſkill; if, 
it hou'd ſucceed, we are rid of the drum; if it 
hou'd not, we may tell the world that it has, and 
ty that means at leaſt get out of this expenſive 
way of living ; fo that it muſt turn to your advan- 
tage One way or another. | 
| Lady. 1 think you argue very rightly. But where 
5 the man? I would fain fee him! He myſt be a 
curionty. 

Vel. 1 have already diſcours'd him, and he is to 
te with me, in my office, half an hour hence. He 
des nothing for his pains till he has done his work 
*---N9 cute, no money. 

Lady. That circumitance, I muſt confeſs, wou'd 
mike one believe there is more in his art than one 
would imagine. Pray, Vellum, go and fetch him 
dither immediately, : 

Vel. Jam gone, He ſhall be forthcoming forth- 
with, : , [ Exeunt. 
Enter Butler, Coachman, and Gardener. 

Pur, Rare news, my lads, rare news! 

(ad, What's the matter? haſt thou got any 
AY vales for us? i 
dee No, tis better than that. 


4 
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Vel. item, To Mr. Tinſel's ſervants, five bottles 


| 


* 
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lives eaſy. 
Gard. What! Is he a lord! _ : 
But. A lord! No, nothing like it---He's a con- 
juror. 


to my Lady? 

But. No, no, you fool, he's come a purpoſe to 
lay the ſpirit. ; 

Coach. Ay! marry, that's good news indeed: 
But where is he ? | 

But. He is lock'd up with the ſteward in his of- 
fice ; they are laying their heads together very cloſe. 
I fancy they are caſting a figure. 

Gard. Pr'ythee, John, what ſort o 
a conjuror ? | 

But. Why, he's made much as other men are, if 
it was not for his long grey beard, 

Coach. Look ye, Peter, it ſtands with reaſon, 
that a conjuror ſhould have 2 long grey beard---for, 
did ye ever know a witch that was not an old woman? 

Gard, Why, I remember aconjuror once at a fait, 


f a creature is 


and give him a cup of ale, he'd ſhew us a tew tricks. 
Doſt think we cou'd not perſuade him to ſwallow 
one of thy caſe-knives for his diverfion? He'll cer- 
tainly bring it up again. 
But. Peter! thou art ſuch a wiſeacre! thou doſt 
not know the difference between a conjuror and 4 
juggler. This man muſt be a very great maſter of 
his trade. His beard is at leaſt half a yard long, he's 
dreſſed in a ſtrange dark cloak, as black as a coal; 
Your conjuror always goes in mourning, 
Gard. ls he a gentleman ? had he a ſword by his fide ? 
But No, no, he's too grave a men for that; a 
conjuror's as grave us a judge but he had a long 
white wand in his hand. 
Coach. Yon may be ſure there's a good deal of 
virtue in that wand--I fancy tis made cut of witch 
elm. © 
Gard. I warrant you, if the ghoſt appears, he'll 
whiſk you that wand before his eyes, and ſtrike you' 
the drumſtick out of his hand. 
Put. No; the wand, look ye, is to make a cir- 
cle; and if he once gets the hot in a circle, then 
he has him---let him get out again if he can. A 
circle, you muſt know, is a conjuror's trap. 
Coach. But what will he do with him when hg 
has him there ? | 


But. Why, then he'll overpower him with his 
learning. 

Gard. If he can once compaſs him, and get him 
in Lob's pound, he'll make nothing of him, but 
ſpeak a few hard words to him, and perhaps bind 


| Coach. Ay, ay, he'll ſend him packing to his grave 
again, with a flea in his ear, I warrant him. 
But. No, no, I would adviſe Madam to fpare na 
coſt, If the conjuror be but well paid, he'll take 
pains upon the ghoſt, and lay him, look ye, in the 
Red Sea---and then he's laid for ever. 
1 Coach. Ay, marry, that would ſpoil his drum for 
Im. 
Gard. Why, John, there muſt be a power of fpt- 
rits in that ſame Red Sea---I warrant ye they are as 
plenty as fiſh, 
Coach. Well, I with after all that he way not bg 
too hard for the conjuror! I'm afraid he u find a 
tough bit of work on't. 


Gard. I with the ſpirit 2:27 not carry a corner or 
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tack, bs there another ſtran zer coqe to the houſe ? i the houſe off with Law 


—— © 


But. Ay, ſuch a firanger as will make all our 


Coach. A conjuror | what, is he come* a wooing 


that to my thinking was a very ſmock-fac'd man, 
and yet he ſpew'd out Rfty yards of green ferret. 1 
fancy, John, if thou'dit * him into the pantry 


him over to his good behaviour for a thouſand years. 
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mall have her with us immediately, if we do not 


SCENE opens, and diſcovers Sir George in Vel- 


. Feit, before you enter upon your buliaeis. 


this while ? Why, didſt not teil me ſo? Give me my 


zug with her, But we have incerctianged ſome lan- 
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But. As for that, Peter, you may be ſure that 
the ſte ward has made his bargain with the cunning- | 
man beforehand, that he ſhall! and to all coſts and 
damages----- But hark] vonder's Mrs. Abigail, we 


get off. — 
' Gard. Ay, lads! if we could get Mrs. Abigail 
well laid, too--we ſhould lead merry lives. 

For to a man like me, that's flout and bold, 

A ghoſt is not ſo dreadful as a ſcold. 
Co K | 
rm. 8e 4. 


lum's Offce. | 
Sir Geo. Y Wonder I don't hear of Vellum yet. 
But I know his wiſdom will do nothing 
raſhly. The Yellow has been ſo us'd to form in bu- 
fGnets, that it has infected his whole convertation. 
But I muſt not find fault with that punctual and ex- 
act behaviour which has been of ſo much uſe to me; 
my eſtate is the better for it, 
Enter Vellum. 

Well, Vellum, I'm impatient to hear your ſucceſs. 

Vel. Firſt, let me lock the door. 

Sir Geo, Will your lady admit me ? 

Fel. If this lock is not mended ſoon, it will be 
quite ſpoiled, 

Sir Geo. Pr'ythee let the lock alone at preſent, 
and anſwer me. | 

Vel. Delays in buſineſs are dangerous. -I muſt 
ſend for the ſmith next week---and in the mean 
time will take a minute of 1t, . 

Sir Geo. But what ſays your lady? 

Vel. This pen is naught, and wants mending----- 
My lady, did you ſay ? 

dir Co. Does ſhe admit me? 

Fel, I have gained admiſſion for you as a conjuror. 

Sir Geo, That's enough! I'll gain aumittion for 
mmyiclf as a huſband. Does ſhe beitcve there's any 
thing in my art ? 

Vel. It is hard to know what a woman helieves. 

Sir Gee. Did the afk no quettions abeut ine: 

Fel. Sundry---She defires to talk with you her- 


Sir Geo. But when ? 
Vel. Immediately. This intaat, | 
Sir Geo. Pugh. What haſt thou been doing all 


cloak---Have you yet met with Abigail? 
Vl. 1 have not yet had an opportunity of ſpeak- 


gurthing glances, A 


dir Cre. Let thee alone ſor that, Vellum. I have | 


Sir Geo, Come, Vellum, lead the way. Veu muſt 
introduce me to your lady. 'Thou'rt the fitteſt fel. 
low in the world to be maſter of the ceremonies to 
a- conjuror. 15 > Exeunt. 

Enter Abigail creffing the flage, Tinſel feliowing, 

Tin. Nabby, Nabe, 4 — fo faſt, chile? 

Ab, Keep your hands to yourſelf, I'm going to 
call the Reward to my lady. 

Tin. What, goodman 'I'wofold ? I met him watk- 
ing with an old fellow vonder. 1 ſuppoie he be- 
longs to the fainily too. - He looks very antique, 
He muſt be ſome of the furniture ot this old man- 
ſion-houſe. | | 

Ab, What does the man mean ? Don't thiak to 
palm me, as you do my lady. 

Tin. Pr'ythee, Nabby, tell me one thing : What's 


the reaſon thou art my enemy ? 


Ab, Marry, becauſe I'm a friend to my lady. 

Tin. Doit thou ſee any thing about me thuu doſt 
not like? Come kither, huſley, give me a kils, 
Don't be ill-natur'd. 

Ab. Sir, I know how to be civil. { Kiſſes ber.] 
This rogue will catry off my iady, if 1 don't take 


care. Le. 


Tin. Thy lips are as ſoft as velvet, Abigail. I 
mult get thee a huſhand, 
Ab, Ay, now you don't ſpeak idly, 1 can talk 
to you, 
Tin. J have one in my eye for thee, Doſt thou 
love a young luſty fon of a whore ? | 
Ab. Lud, how you talk! 
Tin, This is a thundering dog. 
Ab. What is he? 
Tin. A private gentleman, 
Ad. Ay! where does he live! 
Ji. In the Horſe-guards—-But he has one favit 
I muſt tell thee of. If thou canſt bear with that, 
he's a man for thy purpoſe, | 
Ab. Pray, Mr. Tinſel what may that be? 
Tin. He's but five-and-twenty years old, 
Ab, Tis no matter for his age, if he has been 
well-educated. | 3 
Tin. No man better, child; he'll tie a wig, toſs 
a die, make a paſs, and ſwear with ſuch a grace, 486 
wou'd make thy heart leap to hear him. ; 
1b. Half theſe accompliſhments will do, provid- 
ehe has an eſtate Pray what has he ? 
Tir. Not a farthing. | a 
Av. Pox on him, what do I give him the heat- 
ing for! : [ Afde. 
Tin: But as for that I would make it up to him. 
Ab. How ? | 
Tin, Why look ye, child, as ſoon as I have mar- 
ried thy lady, I defign to diſcard this vid prig of 4 
ſteward, and to put this honeſt gentieman, 1 am 
1 ecking of, into ls place, 


* 


formeriy teen thee ogle her thraugh thy ſpectacles.. 4b, Alle.] This feilow's a fook=-Tll have 80 


Welt! cis is a moſt venerable cloak. After the 
butine!s of this day is over, Ii make thee a preſent 
of it. "Twill become thee mighwly, | 

Fel. He, he, he! wou'd you make a conjuror of 


. Four Re ward? 


Si? Ger, Pr'ythee don't be jocular; I'm in haſte. 
Help me on with my beard, 
1%. And what will yur ho-nour do with your 
caft beard ? 
| Sir Geo, Why, faith, thy gravity wants only ſuch 
a beard to it; if thou wouldit wear it with the 


_Qoak, thou wou!dt make a moſt campleat heathen 
Pbiloſophler. But where's my wand? 


Fe. A tine taper ſtick! It je well choſen, I will 
keep this till you. are ſheriff of the county. It i 


more to fay to him. —Hark | my lady's a coming! 
Tin. Depend upon it, Nab, III remember m 
promiſe. 6 : 
Ab. Ay, and fo will I tooto your coft. [4 
Exit. Abigail 
Tin, My dear is purely fitted up with a md 
But I ſhall rid the houſe of her. 
F iter Lady. 9 
Lady. Oh, Mr. Tigſel, I am glad to meet Ju 
here, I am going to give you an entertainment 
that won't be difagrecabl* to a man of wit and ple?” 
ſure of the town --There may be ſoraething 4. 
verting in a converſatien between a conjurot, 2 
this conceited aſc, Alle. 
Tin, She loves|me to diſtraction, I ſeg chat. Aldi. 


no: my wulibg: to let any ching ve ell. iP ythee, widow, explain thyſelt. 2 
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man come to town, who und-riakes to free the 
houſe from this diſturbance, The ſteward believes 
him a conjuror. e 

Tin. Ay, thy ſteward is a deep one! 

Lady. He's to be here immediately. It is indeed 
an odd figure of a man. 

Tir, Oh! I warrant you he has ſtudied the black 
art! Ha, ha, ha! Is he not an Oxford ſcholar ?— 
Widow, thy houſe is the moſt extraordinarily inha- 
bited of any widow's this day in chriſtendom. | 
think thy tour chief domeſticks are a wither'd 
Abigail a ſuperannuated Steward-—4 Ghott—- 
and a Conjutor 

Lady. ¶ Mimicking Tinſel.] And you would have 
it inhabited by a fifth, ho is a more extraordinary 
perſon than any of all theſe four, 

Tin. Tis a ture ſign a woman loves you, when 
ſhe imitates your manner. | A/zae. | Thau'rt 
very ſmart, my dear. But ſee ] ſmoke the Doctor. 
Enter Vellum, and Sir George in Lis Corjurcr's 

| Habit. 

7, Jill introduce this profound perſon to your 
lavyſhip, and then leave him with 50. ir, 
this is her ho-nour, 

Sir Geo, I know it well. [Exit Vellum. 

[ Afide, wwalking in a muſing poſture.) That dear 
woman! The ſigut of her unmans me. I cou'd 
weep for tenderneſs, did not I, at the ſame time, 
fe:l an indignation rife in me, to ſee that wretch 
with her: And yet I cannot but ſmile to ſee her in 
the company of her firſt and 4econd huſband at the 
lame time. 

Lady. Mr. Tinſel, do you ſpeak to him; you are 
u' to the company of men cf learning. 

Tix. Old gentieman, thou doſt not look like an 
inhabitant of this world; I ſuppoſe thou art lately 
come down from the ſtars. Pray, wiat news is 
ſiirring in the Zodiack ? 

Sir Geo, News thas ought to make the heart of a 
coward tremble. Mars is now entering into the 
art houſe, and will ſhortly appear in all his domal 
dignitie .. a | 

Tin, Mars? Pr'ythee, Father Grey-beard, ex- 
Fug thyſelf. 

vir Ges, The entrance of Mars into his houſe, 
p"rrends the entrance of a maſter into this family— 
aud that ſoon. 

Tin, D'ye hear that, widow ? The ſtars have cut 
me out for thy huſband. This houſe is to have # 
Maſter, and that ſoon—--Hark thee, old Gadbury ? 
Bo Mars very like a young fellow call'd Tom 

inſel? ; 

dir Geo, Not ſo much as Venus is like this lady. 
Im. A word in your ear, Doctor; thoſe two 
_ will be in conjunction by and by: I can tel! 
You that. 0 
Sir Ges. [ -Yide, wall ing diſturl'd.] Curſe on th's 
impertinent fop ! I ſhall ſcarce forbear diſcovering 
belt Madam, I am told that your houſe is 
viſited with ſtrange noiſes, 5 
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Lady. Vou muſt know there is a ſtrange ſort of 


| 


ſecond or third century. I warrant you, you have 
gieat grand-children with beards a foot long. 

Sir Ceo, Ha, ha, ha! If there be truth in man, 
I was but five-and-thirty laſt Aiguſt, O! the 
ſtudy of the occult ſciences makes a man's beard 
grow faſter than you wou'd imagine. ; 

Lady. What an eſcape you have had, Mr. Tins, 
ſel, that you were not bred a ſcholar! 

Tin. And fo I fancy, Doctor, thou think'ſt me 
an illit-ra:e fellow, becauſe I have a ſmooth chin ? 

Str Geo, Hark ye, Sir, a word in your ear. You 
are a coxcomb, by all the rules of phy ſiognomy: 
Put let that be a ſecret between you and me. 

| [Aide to Tinfel. 

Lady. Pray, Mr. Tinſel, what is it the Doctor 
whiſpers ? | 

T:in. Only a compliment, child, upon two or 
three of my features, It does got become me ts 
repeat it. 

Lady. Pray, Doctor, examine this gentleman's 
face, and tell me his fortune, 

Sir Ges. If I may believe the lines of his face, 
he |,kes it better than I do, or than you dog 
fair lady. 

Tin. Widow, I hope now thou'rt convine'd 
he's a cheat. | 

Lady. For my part I believe he's a witch 
go on Doctor. f 

Seco. He will be croſs'd in love; and that ſoons 

Tin. Pr'ythee, Doctor, tell us the truth, Doſt 
not thou live in Moorfields? 

Sir Geo. Take my word for it, thou ſhalt never 
live in my lady Truman's manſion-houſe, | 

Tin, Pray, old gentleman, haſt thou never been 
pluck'd by the beard when thou wert ſayey ? 


think I wou'd marry a man that dares not haye his 
foitune told ? 

Sir Geo, Let him be angry matter not- He 8 
but ſhort-liv'd. He will ſoon die of 

Tin. Come, come, ſpeak out, old Hocus; he, he, 
he! This fellow makes me buiſt with laughing. 

| Forces a lang. 

Sir Geo. He will ſoon die of a fright or of the 

let me ſee your noſe—Ay—"tis (9 ! | 


body. I never yet made the ſun ſhine thro' a 
conſuror - | 
Lady. Oh, fy, Mr. Tinfel ! you will not kill: 


an old man ? 


and-thirty, , | : 
Loudy. Oh, fy, Mr. Tinſel ! I did not think vou 
could have been ſo paſſionate; I hate a paſſionate 
man. Put up your fword, or I muſt never ſee 
you again. 

Tin. Ha, ha, 
had x mind to have made an experiment upon the 
Doctor's body. I would have but drill'd a little 


enough to cloſe it up again. 


Lady. And I am told that you can quict them. 
I muſt confeſs I had a curioſity to fee the perſon 1 | 
e heard ſo much of; and, indeed, your aſpeRt | 
deus that you have had, much experience in the 
en. You mutt he a very aged man. 

Ii G. My aſpect deceives vou: What do vou 
nk is my real age ?. 

5 4 would gueſs thee within three vears of 
Net gufalah. 
bon de fore the flood? | 


L. Truly, 1 frou!e gueſs yon do be in ot] 


' o 


Sir Gco, Courage is but ill ſhewn before a lady. 
But Know, if ever I meet thee again, thou ſhait 
fd this arm can wield other weapons befides this 
ward, 

Tin. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Lody. Well, learned Sir, you are to give a proct 
of Gur art, rot of your courage, Or if you with 
ſew vour couraee, let it be at nine coc fer 


Pr'zthee tell me, Walt not thou; that is the time the noiſe is generally heard. 
Tit. And look ve, old genticraan, if thon deck 


th olittls 
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not do thy bufgeſt well, I can tell ther, by 


m 
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Tin. You ſon of a whore ! I'll run you thro” the 


Tir. An old man! The dog ſays he's but five- | 


ha! I was but in jeſt my dear. 1 


eyelet-bole in it, and have ſeen whether he had art 
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Lady. Nay, Mr. Tinſel, you are angry! do you 
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I am reſolv'd to employ him however. 


have no great faith in. 


vou ordered. 
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Kill 1 have, that thou wilt be toſs'd in a blanket” Vel. I muſt anſwer you, Mrs. Abigail, in the 
before ten. We'll do our endeavour to ſend thee, country parafe.---Your love is ſuſſicient. Ha, ha, ha! 
back to the ſtars again. Ab. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I muſt own, I love a 

Sir Geo. I'll go and prepare myſelf for the cere- _ man! 
monies--- And, lady, as you expect they ſnou'd ſuc- Vel. Let me ſer, how long is it, Mrs. Abigail, 
ceed to your withes, treat that fellow with the con- ſince I firſt broke my mind to you It was, 1 
tempt he deſerves. [ Exit Sir George. think, urdecins Guliclmi----We have cony erſed to- 

Tir. The ſaucieſt dog I ever talked with in my gether thele fifteen years- and yet, Mrs. Abigail, 
whole life! I muft drink to our better acquaintance. „be, 

Lady. Methinks he's a diverting fellow; one may he----Mrs. Abigail, you know I am naturally | jo- 
ſee he's no fool. , Cole, 

Tir. No fool! Ay, but thou dof not take him A. Ah, vou men love to make ſport with us fil. 
for a conjuror. ly creatures! 

Lady. Truly I don't know what to take him for; . Mrs. Abigail, I have a trifle about me which 
When a, I would willingly make you a preſent of. It is in- 
ſickneſs is deſperate, we otten try remedies that We decd but a little toy. 

Ab. Vou are always exceedingly obliging. 
Enter Abigail. il. It is but a little toy, ſcarce worth your ac- 
A. Madam, the tea is ready in the parlour, as *ceptance, 
Ab. Pray don't keep me in. x fuſpence;z what is it, 

Lady. Come, Mr. Tinſel, we may there talk of, Mr. Vellum ? 

the ſubject more at leiſure, | Fx. Lady and "i inicl. el. A lilver thimble 
Abigail ſo/as Al. I always faid Mr. Vellum was a generous 

Sure never any }ady had ſuch ſervants as mine has! lover, 

Well, if I get this thouſand pound, I hope to have: Yel. But I muſt put it on myſelf, Mrs. Abigail 
ſome of my own. Let me ſee, I'll have a pretty, You have the prettieſt tip of a finger---1 mult take 
tight girl--cjuit ſuch as I was ten years ago, (I'm the freedom to ſalute it. 
afraid I-may ſay twenty;) ſhe Gall dreſs. me and! Ab. Oh fy! you make me aſham'd, Mr. Vellum; 
flatter me---for I will be fatter'd, that's pos. My how can vou 4 ſo? 1 proteſt I am in ſuch-.a confu- 
lady's caſt ſuits will ſerve her atter I have given them ſion [A feigned firu, ugple, 
the wearing. Beſides, when I am worth a thouſand! Fel. This finger is not the finger of idleneſs; it 
round, I ſhall certainly carry off the ſte ward. bears the honourable fears of the needle---But why 
Malam Vellum---how prettily that will ſound! are you fo cruel as not to pare your nails ? 
here, bring out Madam Vellam's chaiſe---nay, 1 . Oh, I vor vou preis it ſo hard! pray give 
do not know but it may be a chariot---I1t will break me my finger again. 
the attorney's wife's heart or I ſhall take place f 7%, This middle finger, Mrs Abigail, has a pret- 
every body in the parith but my lady. If I have a fy neighbour---2 wedding-ring would become it 
ſon, he ſhall be call'd Fantome. Put fee Mr. Vel- mightilv----- Pe, he, he! 
lum, as 1 con'd with, 1 know his humour, and will . You're fo full of your jokes. Ay, but where 
do my utmoſt to gain his heart. , muſt ] ſind one for't. 

Enter Vellum with a Pint of Sacks i Fc, I deſign this thimble only as the forerunner 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail; don't I break in upon you un- of it; they will ſet off each other, and are, indeed, 
'a twofold emblem. "The firſt will put you in mind 

Ab, Oh, no, Mr. Vellum, your viſits are alw avs of being a gond houſewife, and the other of being a 
N e! 0 good wife. Ha, ha, ha! 

"el. 1 have brought with me a tate of fre _ Yes, ves, 1 {re you laugh at me. 
is delicious. , | Ts Indecd | 17a ſeriouss 
Ab. Pra; ſet it down I have a dram-glaſs jut Ab. I thought you had quite forſaken me---I am 
by [ Brings in a rummers fin re you cannot forget the many repeated vows and 
In pledge you; my Lady's good health. Are miſes you formerly made me. 

Fel. And your own with it---{weet Mrs. Abigail Vl. | mould as foon forget the multiplication- 

Ab. Pray, good Mr. Vellum, buy me a tele !e table. 
pat cel of this kack, and put it under the article f A. I have al was taken your part before my lady. 
my would not have my name oppear to it, el. You have io, and 1 have item'd it in my 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail, your name ſeldom appears in memory. 
and yet -if you will allow me 135. For I have always look'd upon your intereſts 
a merry expre ion Vou have been alw ays in my 48 my own. 
books, Mrs. Abigail. Ha, ha, ha! . It is nothing but your cruelty can hinder 

At. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Vellum, you are ſuch a them from being ſo 

dry jeſting man | Ab. I muſt krike while the iron's hot. [Afide-] 
Fel. Why, truly Mrs. Abiga „have been look - -Well, Mr. Vellum, there is no refuſing you, 30 
ing over mn papers----and 1 mo you have been a have ſuch a bewitching tongue ! 
long time my debtor, V.. How® Speak that again! 
A. Your Cebtor! For what, Mr. Vellum ? Ab. Why then, in plain Engliſh, I love you. 

J's, For my heart, Mrs. Abigail---And our ac- JD. I am overjoy'd! 
counts will not be balanc'd between us till 1 pre | Ab. I muſt own my paſſion for you. 
your's in exchange for it, Ha, ha, h ay f V-/, I'm tr: intported ! [ Catching ber in bis arm 

Ab, Ha, ha, ha! You are tte rw gallant dun, Ab. Dear charming man! 

Mr, Vellum. Vel. Thou ſum total of all my happineſs! I hall 

Ye. But lam not us'd to be paid by words only, - grow exfrevagant! I can't forbear to----drink thy 
Mrs, Abigail; when will you be out of my debt 5. , virtuous inclinations in a bumper of ſack. Your la- 

. Yh, Mr. Vellum, ; u Bake car nun-. I, dy mult make haſte, my duck, or we ſhall provice 4 
bumble fe;yicc to zou. | young iteward to the ettate, before ſhe Bas an heir 


quarter of an kour's warning. But pray, Se, is this 
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to it -Pr'ythee, my dear, does ſhe intend to marry (91d and voung ! How do you make that out, maſter 


Mr. Tinſel. Vel! lum? 

Ab. Marry tim! my love. No, no! we muſt; Kel. Thou haſt word of a ſnake caſting his fin, 
take care of that! there wauld be no ftaving in the and recovering his youth. Suck is this fage perſon. 
houle for us if ie did. I hat young rake-hell would | | Put. Nay, tis no wonder a conjuror how's be 
ſend all the old ſervants a grazing, You and 1 ſhould like a ſervecit. 
be diſcarded before the honey-moon was at an end. Vel. When he has thrown aſide the old conjuror 's 

el. Pr'ythee, ſweet ane, does not this drum put ſlough that hangs about him, he'll come out as fine 
the thoughts d? marriage out of her head? n young gentleman as ever was ſeen in this houſe, 

Ab. This drum, my dear, it it be well manag'd,! Hus Does he intend to fup in his ſlough? * 
will be no leſs than a thouſand pound in our Wah. Fel. That time will ſhow. * 

Vel. Ay, fay'ſt thou fo,” my turtle? But. Well, 1 have not a head for theſe 4 

Ab. Since we ate now as good as man and wife indeed, Mr. Vellum, I have not underſtood one 
I mean, almoſt as good as man and wite----1 ou! ght word you have ſaid this half hour. 


to conceal nothing from you. l. 1 did not intend thou ſhouldft----But to our 
Vel. Certainly, my dove, not from thy 1 voke- fel-bufineſs- Let there be a table ſpread in the great 
low, thy Belp- mate, thy own fle h and bid halt. Let your pots and glaſſes be waſh'd, and in a 
A. Huth! 1 hear M. Iiniel's laugirze my lady |readineſs. Bid the cook provide a plentiful ſupper, 
and he are a coming ths way; if you will take a |and ſee that all the ſervants be in their beſt liveries. 
tur: without, Fl teil you the whole contrivance. But. Ay! now I underſtand every word you ſay. 
1%. Give me your hand, chicken. But I wou'd rather hear you talk a Betis in that 
4. Here, take it; you have my heart already. e 3 way. 
Vel, We ſhall have much iſſue. [Excunt.; Vel. 1 all explain to thee what. i have ſaid by 


| — by---Bid Suſan lay two ep upon your lady's 
esc, TART 000 c0090000 bed. 
9A aA . FR Aut. Two pillows! Madam won't leep upon em 
7 7 both! She is not a double woman too? 
ACT IV. SCENE I. Fel. She will ſleep upon neither. But hark! 
Enter Vellum and Butler. Mrs. Abigail; 1 think 1 hear her chiding the cook - 
Je, JOHN, I have certain orders to. give you--- maid. 
and therefore be attentive. But. Then ru away, or it will be my turn next: 
But. Attentive! Ay, let me alone for that----- Ihe, I am ſure, ſpeaks plain Englich; one may eafiiy 
ſi ppoſe he means baing ſober. [ Ajide. | underitand every word ſhe ſays. [Exit Butler. 
el. You know I have always recommended to Vellum ſolus. 
you a method in your bufineſs z I wonld have your | Vel. Servants are good for nothing, unleſs they 
knives and forks, your ſpoons and napkins, your Dok an opinion of the perſon's underſtanding who 
plate and glaſſes laid in a method. nas the direction of them Zut ſee ! Mrs. Abigail? 
Bur. Ah, maſter Vellum, you are ſuch a ſweet- he has a bewitching countenance; I with I may not 
ſpoken man, it does one's heart good to receive your be tempted to marry her in good earneſt, 


— — 


orders. Emer Abigail. 
el. Method, John, makes buſineſs eaſy; it ba- — Ha ! Mr. Vellum. 
niſnes all nerplexity and confuſion out o : Canon Fe. What brings my ſweet one hither ? 
But, How he talks! I cou'd hear him all day. Ab. 1 am coming to ſpeak to my friend behind 
Vel. And now, John, let me know whether your |che wainſcot, It is fit, child, he ſhould have an ac- 
table-linen, your ſide-board, your cellar, and every count of this conjuror, that he may not be ſurpris'd. 
thing elſe within your province, are properly and | J el. That way'd be as much as * thouſand 
methodically difpos'd for an entertainment this pound is worth. 
evening. | Ab. Ill peak low---walls have ears. 
But. M after Vellum, they ſa a! be re ady N i ? FP; eint ing at the wainſcots 


Ic. But hark you, duckling ! be ſure you don't 
entertainment to be made for the conjuror ? ell him that 1 am let into the ſecret. 
Vel. It is, John, for the confuror, and yet it is lb. That's a good one indeed as if I ſhould ever 
not for the conjuror. dell what paſſes between you and me. 
Fut. Why, look you, matter Vellum, if it be for | Jed. Yo, no, my child, that muſt not be! he, he, 
the conjuror, the cook-maid ſhould have orders t he! that muſt not be; he: he, he! 
get him ſome dithes to' his palate, Perhaps he may} Ab. You will alw ays be waggiſh, 
like a little brimftone 3 in his ſauce. . Adieu, and let me hear the reſult of your 
Fel, This conjuror, John, is a complicated crea- ; conference. 
ture, an amphibious animal, a p-rfon of a twofold | Ab. How can you leave one fo ſoon? I ſhall” 
natures. But he eats and 22 like other men. think it an age will 1 ſee you again. 
Hut. Marry, maſter Vellum, he ſhou'd cat and! Vel. Adieu, my pretty one. 
drink as much as two other men, by the account | | Ab. Adieu, ſweet Mr. Vellum. 
ou give of him. | Vel. My pretty one [ As he is going . 
Fel. Thy conceit is not amiſs; he is indeed ai Ab. Dear Mr. Vellum. 
ible man; ha, ha, ha! | Vel. My pretty one. [Exit Vellum. 
| 


—_— — — 
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But. Hu! 1 underſtand you; he's one of your her- Abigail ſola. 
maphrodi tes as they call em. 

. He is married, and he is not married----He | pound. 
hath a beard, and he hath no beard. He is old, [ Fantome gives three raps upon his drum bebind the 
and he 18 vourg. wwainſcot.] 

Put, How charmingly he talks! I fancy, maſter] Ab. Ha! three raps upon the drum ! the ſignal 
Vellum, you,could make a riddle, The fame man Mr. Fantomc and 1 agreed upon, when he had a 
\ B 2 


Ab. 1 have him---If 1 can but get this thouſand 6 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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mind to ſpeak with me. [Fantome raps again. 
Ab. Very well, I hear you; come, fox, come out 
of your hole. | 
SCENE opens, and Fantome comes out. 
Ab. You may leave your drum in the wardrobe, 
till you have occaſion for it. 
Fan. Well, Mrs. Abigail, I want to hear what's 
doing in the worid. | 
Ab. You are a very inquiſitive ſpirit, But I muſt 
tell yeu, if you do not take care vi yourleit, you 
WII be laid this evening. 
Fax. I have overheard ſomething of that matter. 
Bur let me alone for the doCtor---I'll engage to give 
a good account of him. I am more in pain about 
Tinſel. When a lady's in the caſe, I'm more afraid 


of one fop than twenty conjurors. 


Ab. To tell you truly, he preſſes his attacks with 
ſo much impudence, that he has made more pro- 
preſs with my lady in two days, than you did in two 
months. 

Fan. I ſhall attack her in another manner, if (hou 
canſt but procure me another interview. There's 

dthing makes a lever ſo keen, as being kept up 
n the dark. - 

Ab. Pray no more of your diſtant bows, your re- 
ſpe&rul compliments------ Really, Mr. Fantome, 
you're only fit to make love acroſs a tea-table. 
Fan. My dear girl, I can't forbear hugging thee 
for thy good advice. 

Ab. Ay, now I have ſome hopes of you; but why 
don't you do fo to my lady ? 

Fan. Child, 1 always thought your lady lov'd to 
be treated with reſpect. 

Ab. Believe, Mr. Fantome, there is not ſo great 
a difference between woman and woman as you 
imagine. You fee Tinſbl has ing but his ſau- 
cineſs to recommend him. ö 


Fan. Tinſel is too great a coxcomb to be capable 


of love And let me tell thee, Abigail, a man who 
is ſincere in his paſſion, makes but a very aukward 
profeſſion of it---But I'll mend my manners. 

Ab. Ay, or you'll never gain a widow---Come, I 
muſt tutor you a little; ſuppoſe me to be my lady, 
and let me ſce how you'll behave yourſelf, 

Fan. I'm afraid, child, we han't time for ſuch a 
piece of mummery. | 

Ab. Ok, it will te quickly over, if you play you! 
part well. : 

Fan, Why then, dear Mrs. Ab----- I men, ma 
lady Truman. 

Ab. Ay! but you han't ſaluted me. 

Fan. That's right; faith 1 forgot that circum- 
ſtance, [Kies ber.] Nectar and ambroſſia! 

Ab. Thats very well--- | 

Fen. How long mult I be condemn'd to languiſh ! 
when ſhall ry fufferings have an end! My lite, my 
haypineſs, my ail is wound up in you--- *' 

Ab. Weil! why don't you ſqueeze my hand? 

Fan. What, thus? 

AI. Thus! Az---Now throw your arm about my 
middle: Ilun ms cloſer------You are not afraid of 
hurting me! New pour forth a volley of rapture 
and nonſenſe till you are out of breath. 

Fan. Tranſport and ecftaſy ! where am I !---my 
Jife, my b'ifs !---1 rage, 1 burn, I bleed, I die. 

ive. Go on, go on. | 

Far. Flames and darts---Bear me to the gloomy 
made, rocks, and grottoes----flowers, zephyrs, and 
purling ſtreams. ' | 

Ab. Oh! Mr. Fantome, you have a tongue 
wou'd undo a veſtal! You were born for the ruin 
of Fur ſex. | PE 

Tes. This will do then, Abigail? 
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Ab. Ay, this is talking like a lover. Tho' 1 
only repreſent my Lady, I take a pleaſure in hear. 
ing you, Well, e'my conicience, when a man of 
ſenſe has a little daſh of the coxcomb in hita, no 
woman can reſiſt him. Go on at this rate, and the 
thouſand pound is as good as in my pocket. 

Fan. I ſhall think it an age, till I have an oppor. 
tunity of putting this leſſon in practice, 

Ab. You may do it ſoon, if you make good uſe 
of your time; Mr. Tinſel will be here with my 
lady at eight, and at nine the conjuror is to take 
you in hand. 5 

Fan. Let me alone with both of them. 

ib. Well! fore warn'd, forearm'd. Get into 
your box, and I'!ll endeavour to diſpoſe every thing 
in your favour, Fantome goes in. Exit Abigail, 

Enter Vellum. ; 

Veil. Mrs. Abigail is withdrawn,------I was in 
hopes to have heard what paſs'd between her and 
her inviſible correſpondent. 


E nter Tinſel. 


Tin, Vellum! Vellum ! | 

Vel. | Afide.) Vellum ! we are, methinks, very 
familiar; I am not us'd to be call'd ſo by any but 
their ho-nours---- What woul.: you, Mr. Tiniel? 

in. Let me beg a favour of thee, old gentleman. 

Jel. What is that, good Sir? | 

Tin, Pr'ythee run and fetch me the rent-roll of 
thy Lady's eſtate. 

Vel. The rent- roll? 

Tin. The rent-roll! ay, the rent-roll ! Doſt not 
unaJertand what that means? _ 

Vel. Why, have you thoughts of purchaſing it! 


Tin. Thou haſt hit it, old boy; this is my very 


intention. | 

Vel. The purchaſe will be conſiderable. 

Tin. And for that reaſon J have bid thy lady 
very high----She js to have no leis for it than this 
extire perſon of mine. 

Vel. Is your whole eftate perſonal, Mr. Tinſel ?--», 
he, he, he e 

Jin. Why, you queer old dog, you don't pretend 
to jeſt, d'ye? Look ye, Vellum, if you think of be- 
ing continued my ſteward, you muit learn to walk 
with your toes out. 

Fel. | Afide.] An infolent companion 

Tin. Ihou'rt confounded rich, 1 ſee, by that 
dangling of thy arms. 

Vel. | Aſice.] An ungracious bird! 

Tin. thou ithalt lend me a couple of thouſand 
pounds. | 

Vel.. | Afide.] A very profligate ! 

Tin, Look ye, Vellum, I intend to be kind to you 
-l borrow ſome money of you. 

Fel. I cannot but ſmile to conſider the diſap- 
pointment this young fellow will meet with; I will 
make myſelf meffy with him. [ Ajide.} And ſoy 
Mr. Tintel, you promiſe you will be a very Kind 
maſter to me. ' [ Stifling @ laughs 

Tin. What will you give for a lite in the houſe 
you live in ? | 
Diel. What do you think of five hundred pounds? 
--- Ha, h., ha! £22 

Tin, that's too little. 

Vel. And yet it is more than I ſhall give you 
Ard I will offer you two reaſons for it, 

Tin. Pr'ythee what are they? 

Vel. Firit, becauſe the tenement is net in your 


diſpoſal ; and, ſecondly, becaufe it never will be in 


your diſpoſal z and ſo fare you well, good Mr. Tins 
ſel, Ha, ha, ha! You will pardon me for being 
Jocular, . bh 4 6 Lair Vellugs 


% 
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Tin. This rogue is as ſaucy as the conjuror: I'll | Tin. Pho, pho, my dear, we are growing ſerious ; 
be hang'd if they are not akin. : | and, let me tell you, that's the very next ſtep to be- 
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Enter Lady. ing dull. Come, that pretty face was never made 
Lady. Mir. Tinfe!! what, all alone? You free- |to look grave with. ; 
thinkers are great admirers of ſolitude, Lady. Believe me, Sir, whatever you think, mar- 


Tin. No, taith, I have been talking with thy riage is a ſerious ſubject, 
fewardz a very groteſque figure of a fellow, the | Tin. For that very reaſon, my dear, let us run over 
very picture ot one of our benchers. How can you it as faſt as we can. 


bear his converſation ? Lady. I ſhould be very much in hafte for a huſ- 
Lady. i keep him for my ſteward, and not my | band, if I-married within fourteen months after Sir 
cmranon. He's a ſober man. George's deceaſe. | 4 


Tin. Ves, yes, he looks like a put; a queer old | Tin. Pray, my dear, let me aſk you a queſtion : 
dog, as ever 1 ſaw in my life: we mutt tan him Doſt not thou think that Sir George is as dead at 
of, widow. He cheats thee confoundedly, I jee that. preſent, to all intents and purpoſes, as he will be a 

Lady. Indeed you're miſtaken; he has always |twelvemonth hence? / 


had che reputation of being a very honeſt man. Lady. Ves; but decency! Mr, Tinſel.---- 
Tin, Ve hat ! I ſuppoſe he goes to church. Tin. Or doſt thou think thou'lt be more a widow 
Lady. Goes to church! fo do you too, I hope. then, than thou art now ? 1 
Jiu ] would for once, widow, to make jure of ö Lady. The world would ſay I never lov'd my firſt 
vou. uſband. 
Tay. Ah, Mr. Tinſel, a huſpand who would not] Tin. Ah, my dear, they would fay you lov'd your 
continue to go thither, would quickly forget the |ſecond; and they would own I deſerv'd. it, for I 
promiſes he made there, . ſhall love thee moſt inordinately. 


Tir, Faith, very innocent, and very ridicn!ous! | Lady. But what would people think? 
Well then, 1 warrant thee, widow, thou wouldſt | Tin. Think! why they would think thee the 
rot for the world marry a ſabbath-breaker ! mirror of widowhood- That a woman ſhould live 
Lady. Truly they generally come to a bad end, | fourteen whole months after the deceaſe of her 
I :emember the conjuror told you, you were ſhort- | ſpoufe, without having engag'd herſelf. Why, about 
4 liv'd. VE, town, we know many a woman of quality's ſecond 
. Tin. The conjuror | Ha, ha, ha!  { huſband, ſeveral years before the death of the firſt. - 
Lacy. Indeed you're very witty ! : | Lady. Ay, I know you wits have your common» 
: Tin. Indeed you're very handſome. [ Kiſſes her hand. | place jeſts upon us poor widows. 7 
Lady. I with the fool does not love me. [ Afide.| Tin. I'll tell you a ſtory, widow: I know 2 cer- 
Tir. Thou art the idol I adore : Here muſt I pay | tain lady, who, conſidering the crazineſs of her 


* ny devotion---Prythee, widow, haſt thou any tim- | huſband, had, in caſe of mortality, engag d herſelf to 

ter upon thy eſtate, | two young fellows of my acquaintance, They grew 
Lady. The moſt impudent fellow I ever met | ſuch deſperate rivals for her, white her huſband was 
y with. [ Afede. | alive, that one of them pink'd the other in a duel. 
$ Tin, I take notice thou haſt a great deal of old | But the good lady was no ſeoner a widow, but what 

plate here in the houſe, widow. did my dowager do ? Why, faith, being a woman 
— Lady. Mr. Tinſel, you are a very obſerving man. | of honour, the married a third, to whom, it ſeems, 


Tin. Thy large filver ciſtern would make a very | the had given her firſt promiſe. 
good coach; and-half a dozen ſalvers that I ſaw on | Lady. And this is a true ſtory upon your own 
- tae ſide-Doard might be turned into fix as pretty | Knowledge? 
4 bortes as any that appear in the ring. Tin. Every tittle, as I hope to be married, or 
Lacy. You have a very good fancy, Mr. Tinſel. never believe Tom Tinfel. 
nat pretty transformations you could make in Lady. Pray, Mr. Tinſel, do you call this talking 
* D haute---But l' ſee where 'twill end. [ Afide. like a wit, or like arake ? | | 
Tin, Then 1 oblerve, child, you have two or three | Tin. Innocent enough. He, he, he! Why, 
ſervices of gilt plate; we'd cat always in china, my | where's the difference, my dear? | 
d tear. a Lady. Ves, Mr. Tinſel, the only man J ever lov d 
Lady. I perceive you are an excellent manager- | in my life had a great deal of the one, and nothing 
nw quickly you have taken an inventory of my | of the other in him. | 
u pods ! ; Tin. Nay, now you grow vapouriſh ; thou'lt be- 
. Now, hark ye, widow, to ſew you the love | gin to fancy thou hear'ſ the drum by and by. 


2 


or mat I have for you | Lady. It you had been here laſt night about this 
1 Lad „ Very well; let me hear. time, you would not have been ſo merry. 

5 nne an old-faſhion'd gold caudle- cup, Tin. About this time, ſay'f thou! Come, faith, 
# itn a figure of a ſaint upon the lid on't. for humour's ſake, we'll fit don and liſten, 


Lady. 1 have ; What then? Lady. I will, if you'll promiſe to be ſerious. 


ie Tin, Why look ye, Fd ſell the caudle-cup with | Tin. Serious! never fear me, child; ha, ha, ha! 
the old ſaint for as much money as they'd fetch, | Doſt not hear him? : 
2? Wich! would convert into a diamond buckle, and | Lady. You break your word already. Pray, Mr. 
make vou a pteſent of it. Tinſel, do you laugh to ſhe your wit or your teeth ? 
p Lacy. Oh you are generous to an extravagance. | Tig. Why both, my dear----- I'm glad, however, 
* „ „e. Tinfel, don't diſpoſe of my goods {| that ſhe. has taken notice of my teeth. [ Ale 
+ 7/44 are ſure, of my perſon. I find you have | But you look ſerious, child; I fancy thou hear fl 
ena great affeftion to my moveables. the drum, doſt not? - 
8 8 Tins My dear, I love every thing that belongs to | Lady. Don't talk fo raſhly, 


5 ; Tin. Why, my. dear, you could not look mo | 
,, ©: Ihe you do, Sir; you need not make any | frighted if you bad Lucifer's drum-major in 
F*$8499B3 upon that ſubject. houſe, _ 


* 
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Lady. Mr. Tinſel, I muſt defire to ſee you no more 

in it, it vou do not leave this idle way of talking. 

- Tin. Child, I thought I had told you what is my 

opinion of fpirits, as we were drinking a diſn of tea 

but juſt now----- There. is no ſuch thing, I give thee 

my word. | 
Ledy. Oh, Mr. Tinſel, your authority muſt be 


of great weight to thoſe that know you. 


Tin. For my part, child, I have made myſelf eaſy 

in thoſe points. 8 | 
Lady. Sure nothing was eve ke this fellow's 

vanity, but his ignorance. — [ Afide. 
Tin. I'll tell thee what now, widow-----1 would 


engage, by the help of a white ſheet and a penny- 


worth of link, in a dark night, to frighten you a 


whole country village out of their ſenſes, and the} learning. 


vicar into the bargain. | Drum beats. ] Hark 


hark! what noiſe is that? Heaven defend us! T bie 


is more than fancy. 

Lady. It beats more terrible than ever. 

Tin. Tis very dreadful! What a dog have I been! 
to ſpeak againſt my conſcience, only to ſhew my 
8! | 

Lady. It comes nearer and nearer. I with you 
have not anger'd it by your fooliſh diſcourſe. 

Tin. Indeed, Madam, I did not ſpeak from my 
heart : I hope it will do me no hurt for a little harm- 
Jeſs raillery. 

Lady. Harmleſs, d'ye call it? It beats hard by 
us, as if it won'd break through the wall. 

Jin. What a devil had I to do with a white ſheet! 

[Scene opens, and dijcevers Fantome. 
Mercy on us! it appears. : 

Lady. Ob, tis he! *tis he himſelf! 'tis Sir 

Cearge ! "tis my huſband ! 

* Tix, Now would I] give ten thouſand pounds that 
J were in town. [| Fantome advances to kim drum- 
ming. ] I beg ten thomand pardons : I'll never talk 
at this rate any more. | Fantome fil advances 
crane, By my ſoul, Sir George, 1 was not in 
earneſt. | Falls en bis knces.] His compaſſion on 
my youth, and conſider I am but a coxcomb---[ Fan- 
tome points to the dior.] But fee, he waves me oft. 
Ax, with all my hcart---Whkat a devil had I to 
do with a white ſheet? [| Fe fteals of the flage, 
mendirg bis pace as the drum beats. 

Jan. The ſcoundrel is gone, and has left hi: 


miltreſs behind him; I'm miſtaken it he makes love | 


In this houſe any more. I have now only the con- 
Juror to deal with, I don't 3 but I thall make 
his reverence ſcamper as faſt as the lover; and then 
the day's my own. 
muſt get into my cupboard, He goes in. 


Enter Abigail and Serwants. 


Ab. Oh, my poor lady! This wicked drum has 


frighted Mr. Tinſel out of his wits, and my lad, 
into a ſwoon, Let me bend her a little forward. 
She revives. Here, carry her into the. freſh air, 
and ſhe il recover. [ They carry her off.] This is 


BH UMMEMY.:::: 


ler v. Cay. 


Enter Sir George in bis Conjuror's Habit, the Butler 
marching before bim with 1409 large Candles, ard the 
twws Jervants coming after bim, one bringing 4 title 

| Table, and another a Chair. 

But. N' IT vleaſe your worſhip, Mr. Conjuror, 
; the ſteward has given us all orders to do 
whatſoever you ſhall bid us, and to pay you the ſame 
reſpect as if you were our maſter. 
Sir Geo, Thou ſay'ſt well. | 
Gard. An't pleaſe yuur- conjurorſhip's worſhip, 
ſhall I fer the table down here? 
Sir Geo, Here, Peter. 


Gard. Peter! He knows my name by bis 
TEN { Hide, 
Coach. I bave brought you, Reverend Sir, the 
largeſt eibow-chair in the houſe; 'tis that the 
tteward fits in when he holds a court. | 
Sir Ges, Place it there. | 
But. Sir, will you pleaſe to want any thing elſe, - 

Sir Ces. Paper, anda pen and ink. 

But, Sir, 1 believe we have paper that is fit for 
your purpoſe! my lady's mourning paper, that is 
black'd at the edges——— Would you choole to write 
with a crow-quill ? | 

Sir Geo. There is none better. 

But. Coachman, go fetch the paper and fandifh 
out of the little parlour. 

Coach. [To Gard.] Peter, pr'ythee do thou 9» 


along with me I'm afraide———You know ! 


But the fervaats are coming, I 


went with you laſt night into the garden, when the 
codk-maid wanted a handful of parſley. 
But, Why, vou don't think I'll Ray with the 


{ She foinrs, | conjuror by myſelf! 


Gard, Come, we'll all three go and fetch the 
pen and ink together. | Exexnt Servants 

Sir Geo. [:!:5. There's nothing I ſee makes ſuch 
ſtrong alliances as fear, Thefe fellows are all en- 
ter'd' into a confederacy againſt the ghoſt, There 
muſt be abuadance of buſineſs done in the family at 
this rate, But here comes the triple-alliance. 
| Who could have thought theſe three rogues cou d 


a pen and ink ? 
Exter Gardezer with a Sheet of Paper, Coachman 
rh a Standiſh, and Butler with a Pes. 
Gard. Sir, there is your pa; er. 
Coach, Sir, there is your ſtandiſh. * 
But. Sir, there is your crow-quill pen———Tm 
| glad I have got rid on't. Alu. 
Gard. [ Alide.] He forgets that he's to make 3 


circle - Dector, tall I help you to a bit of chalk ? 


Sir Ges. It is no matter. 
i But. Look ye, Sir, I ſhow'd you the ſpot where 
he's heard oſteneſt, if your worſhip can but terret 
him out of that old wall in the next room 
Sir Ces. We ſhall try. 
Gard. That's right, ohn, His worſhip mult 
let fly all his Ica-ning at that old wall, = 
But. Sir, if 1 was worthy to adviſe you, I wou 


a little barbarous to my ſady; but 'tis all for her have a battle of good October by me. Shall I ſet a 
good: and I know her fo well, that the would not] cup of ſtingo at yur elbow ? 


angry with me, if the knew what I was to get | 
And, if any of her friends ſhould blame me 


by it. 
for it hereafter, 


P'{l clap my band upon my purſe, and tell e, 
*T xa: for a thouſand pounds, and Mr. Vellum. 


Sir Geo I thank thee—we ſhall do without it. 
Gard. John, he ſeems a very good-natur'd man 
; for a conjuror, ; 2 

' But. I'll take this opportunity of enquiring #ft#f 
| a bit of plate 1 have loſt, I fancy, whilft he 1s 1 


+ my Jady's pay, one may hedge in a queſtion or 


into the bargains Sir, Sir, may 1 beg a Werd A 
} your ear ? 


s 


have found each ot em an employment in fetching | 


$% Gee, What wouldſt thou? | 
Put. Sir, 1 know I need not tell you, that I loſt 
dne of my ſilver ſpoons laſt weck. 

Sir Geo. Mark'd with a ſwan's neck——— 

But, My lady's creſt! He knows every thing. 

| [ Aſide. 

How wou'd your worſhip adviſe me to recover it 

dir Geo, Hum! { again ? 

Lat. What muſt I do to come at it? 

& Geo, Drink nothing but ſmall beer for a 
fortnight 

Hut. Small beer! rot-gut ! EP 

$ir Gee. If thou drink“ a fingle drop 0f ale be- 
fire ifteen days are expit'd ——-It is as much 
1 thy ſpoon—is worth. 

But. I hall never recover it that way; I'll e'en 
buy a new one. | Jide. 

Cach. D've mind how they whiſper ? 

Gard. I'll be hang'd if he be not aſking him 
ſomething about Nell 

C:ach, I'll take this opportunity of putting a 
zueſtion to him about poor Dobding: I fancy be 
could give me better counſel than the farrier | 

But, [To Gard.] A prodigious man! he knows? 
every thing: Now is the time to find out thy | 


- 1 , 
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— 


Cad. J have nothing to give him; Does he not 


expect to have his hand creſs'd with filver ? 
Cinch. [To Sir Geo, ] Sir, may a man venture 
to aſk you a queſtion ? | 
dir Gee, Aſk it. 
C:arb, 1 have a poor horſe in the fable that's 
den ĩted d | 
Sir Ce. A bay gelding ' 
Crack, How cou'd he know that? [ $ſfede. 
Kir Ces. Bought at Banbury, | 
Coach, Whew-—ſo it was of my conſcience. . 
| [Whiſfties, 


Sir Ges, Six vears old laſt Lammas. 
Crach. To a dar, [ Ajide. | Now, Sir, I would 
know whether the poor beaſt is bewiich'd by | 
Ccod Crouch or Goody Fly. 
ir Ges. Neither. ö 
Fach. Then it muſt be by Goody Gurton ; for 
ie is the next oldeſt woman in the pariſh, = 
Card. Haſt thou done, Robin? ö 
C:acb, [Ze Gard.] He can tell thee any thing. 
Gard, | T9 Sir Geo.] Sir, I wou'd beg to take | 
Wa little further out of hearing- | 
"ir Geo. Speak. | 
Garg. The Butler and I, Mr. Doctor, were both 
& 5 ;n love at the fame time with a certain perſon, | 
dir Ges. A woman. N 
Cd. How cou'd he know that ? 
8 Ge. Goon, 


» 24s» . 5 
Gard, 4 his woman has lately had two children | 


«t 2 birth. F 


1 7 Ges. Twi ns. 


Gary, Prodigious ! where could he hear that ? 


5 [Alle. 
N Geo. Proceed. | 
Car, Now, becauſe' I us'd to meet her ſome- 
s in the garden, ſhe has laid them both | 
Ar Ger, To thee, | | 
Gard. Vhat a power of learning he muſt have! 
ne nous every thing. 
Css. Hiſt thou done? 
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[ Afide. | 


17 
Ceach. Look vonder, John, the filly dog is tura- 
ing about under the conjuror's wand, It he has 
been ſaucy to him, we ſhall fee him puff d off ia a 
whirlwind immediately, ; 

Sir Geo, Twins, dott thou fay ? [Still turni 

Gard, Av, are they both mine, dye think 

Sir Geo, Own but one of them. 

Gard. Ay, but Mrs. Abigail will have me take 
care of them both—-the's always for the butler 
if my poor. maſter, Sir Gecrge, had been alive, he 
wou'd have made him go halves with me, 

Sir Geo. What, was Sir George a kind maſter ? 

Card. Was he 1 Ay, my feliow-ſervanis will 
bear me witne: , . 

Sir Geo, Did ye love Sir George? | 

But. Every body 1 -v'd him | 

Coach. There was not a dry eye in the pariſh at 
the news of his death 7 

Gard. He waz the beſt neighbour 

But. The kindeſt huſh and 

Coach, The trueſt friend to the poor f 

But. My good lady took on mightily ; we all 
thought it would have been the death of ber 

Sir Gee. I protelt theſe fellows melt me! I think 
the time long till 1 am their maſter again, that T 
may be kind to them. — [LA. 

Enter Vellum. 

Vel. Have you provided the doctor every thing he 
has occaſion tor ? if ſy—=you may depart. | 
[ Exeunt Servants, 


him 


Sir Geo. I can as yet ſee no hurt in my wife's be- 


haviour: but ſtill have ſome certain pangs and 
doubts, that are natural to the heart of a fund 
man. I muſt take the advantage of my diſguife ts 
be thoroughly iatisfed. It would neither be for her 
happineſs, nor mine, to make myſelf known to her 
till Iam fo, f Afide,] Dear Vellum, I am impa- 
tient to hear ſome news of my wife; how does the 
atter her fright ? | 

Ve. It is a taying ſomewhere in my Lord Coke, 
that a widow 

Sir Geo. 1 atk of my wife, and thou talk'ſt to me 
of my Lord Coke pr'ythee tell me how ſhe does, 
for I am in pain for her. 


Vel. She is pretty well recover'd. Mre. Abigail, 


has put her in good heart; and I have given her 
great hopes from your f. II. 

Sir Geo. That I think cannot fal, ſince thou haſt. 
got this ſecret out of Abigail! But I could not have 
thought my friend Fantume would have ferv'd me 
thus 

Vel. You will fancy you are a living man 5 

Sir Cc. Ihat he ſhould endeavour to eninare 
wife — 

Vl. Yon have no right in her after your demiſe. 
Death extinguiſhes all property ---Qugad banc---It is 
a maxim in the law. | 

Sir Geo, A pox on your learning ! Well, but what, 
is become of Tinſel? 

Vil, He ruſh'd out of the houſe, call'd for his 
horſe, clap'd ſpurs to his fices, and was out of fight 
in leis time than I- —can-— tell---ten. 

Sir Geo, This is whimfical enough! My wife will. 


* 


have a quick ſucceſnon of lovers in one day----Fan- . 


tome has drivea out Tintel, and I ſhall drive our 
Fantome. 25 8 
Fel, Ev'n as one wedge d:iveth ont another 


Gand. 1 wou'd deſire to know whether I am really | he, he, he! -You muſt-pardon me for being jecular. 


i? Ho * 9 them both. . 1 


Si Ces. Was there ever ſuch a provoking block- 


Cc. Stand before me, let me ſurvey thee | head ? but he means me well-- Well, I muſt have ſa- 


> U o 
und. 


.. bis word upsn his head ard male: lim turn more proper one, than by turning him out of my 


; houſes in @ manner that all throw ſhame upon 


about. } 


 tisfaRion of this traitor Fantome: and cannot take a 


7 
, 
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| 1 ot 
him, and make him ridiculous as long as he] Lady. Alas ! 1 fear you mean I ſhall. fee Sir _ 
N lives——You muſt remember, Vellum, you have | George's apparition a ſecond time. an 
abundance of buſineſs upon your hands, and I have] Sir Geo, Have courage, you ſhall ſee the appari- you 
'Þ hut juſt time to tell it yon over; all I require off tion no more, The huſband I mention faall be, 23 to 
5 you is diſpatch, therefore hear me. much alive as I am. | | : liv 
3 : Vel. There is nothing more requiſite in bufineſs Ab. Mr. Fantome to be ſure. Aldi. . 
5 ; than diſpatch---- | Lady. Impoflibie ! I lov'd my firſt too well. th 
1 Sir Geo. Then hear me. Sir Cce. You cou'd not love the firſt better than ref 
1 Vel. It is indeed the life of buſineſs - you will love the ſecond. 
1 Sir Geo, Hear me then, 1 ſay. Ab. ([ Afide.] Lil be hang'd if my dear Reward hu m. 
: Viel. And as one has rightly obſerv'd, the benefit] not infiructed him; he means Mr. Fantome, to be ne 
|. that attends it is fourfold, Fir ſure: the thouſand pound is our own. hi 
| | Sir Geo, There is no bearing this | Thou art go-| Lady. Alas! you did not know Sir George, th 
td ing to deſcribe diſpatch, when thou ſhouliſt be prac- | Sir Ges, As well as I do myſelf——1 ſaw hin m 
[ tiſing it. | with you in the red damaſk room, when he fict 
4 Fd. But your ho--nour will not give me a hear-| made love to you; your mother left you togethe:, co 
'F ing under pretence of receiving a viſit from Mrs, Hay- ye 


Sir Geo, Thou wilt not give me the hearing. | thorn, on her return from London. 

| [ Angri/y.| Lady. This is aſtoniſhing. 

Vel. I am fill. | Sir Geo, You were a great admirer of a ſingle li e 0 

Sir Ges. In the firſt place, you are to lay my wig, | for the firſt half hour; your refuſals then grew ſt l 
hat, and ſword, ready for me in the cloſet, and one fainter and fainter, With what ecſtacy did Sir 

of my ſcarlet coats. You know how Abigail has George kiſs your hand, when you told him you 
deſcrib'd the ghoſt to you. ſhould always follow the advice of your mamma. 
Viel. It ſhall be done. Lady. Every circumſtance to a tittle! 

Sir Geo. Then you muſt remember, whilſt I am| Sir Ces. Then, lady, the wedding night! I ſaw ! 
laying this ghoſt, you are to prepare mv wife for| you in your white fattin night-gown : You would | 
the reception of her real huſband. tell her the] not come out of your drefſing-room, till Sir George 
whole ſtory, and do it with all the art you are took you out by force, He drew you gently by the 
maſter of, that the ſurpriſe may not be too great for | hand---You firugeled-----but he was too ſtrong for. 
Kar - - you---You bluſh'd ; he----- 

Pil. It fhall be done But ſince her ho-nour; Lady. Oh! ſtop there ! go no farther---He knows 
has ſcen this apparition, ſhe deſites to ſee yeu once | CVErY thing. [ Afide. 
more, before you encounter it. Ke, Ab. Truly, Mr. Conjuror, I believe you have been 

Sir Geo, I ſhall expect her impatiently. For now a Wag In your youth, 

can talk to her without being interrupted by that | Sir Geo, Mrs. Abigail, you know what your good 
dmpertinent rogue Tinſel. I hope thou haſt not{ word coſt Sir George; a purſe of broad pieces, Mts, 
told Abigail any thing of the ſecret. Abigail — ü 8 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail is a woman; there are many] A. The devil's in him. [ Afide.] Pray, Sir, | 
reaſons why ſhe ſhould not be acquainted with it : | fince you have told fo far, you thould tell my lady 
J ſhall only mention fix---+ that I retus'd to take them. 


a 


Sir Geo. Huſh, here ſhe comes! O my heart! © Sir Geo. Tis true, child, he was ſorc'd to thruſt 
1 Abigail them into your boſom, 
9 85 Enter Lady and Abigail. Ab. This rogue will mention the thouſand 
Sir Geo. ¶ Alide, avbile Vellum talks in dumb fpoww| pound, if I don't take care, [ Afide.] Pray, Sit, 
to Lady.] O that lov'd woman! How I leng to take] though you are a conjuror, methinks you nced not 
Her in my arms! If I find 1 am ſtill dear to het | be a blab------ 
memory, it will be a return to life indeed! But 1 Lady. Sir, ſince I have now no reaſon to doubt 
muſt take care of indulging this tenderneſs, and | of your art, I muſt beſeech you to treat this appari« 
put on a behaviour more ſuitable to my preſent] tian gently It has the refemblance of my deceaſed 
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character. . - [huſband; if there be any undiſcover'd ſecret, any 
[Walks at a di lance in a penſive peſture, waving | thing that troubles his reſt, learn it of him. 
85 is cband. Sir Geo, I muſt to that end be fincerely inform'd 


Lady, [To Vellum.] This is ſurpriſing indeed || by you, whether your hea-t be engaged to another. 
So all the ſervants tell we; they ſay he knows every] Have not you receiv'd the addrefles of many lovers 
thing that has happened in the family. fince his death ? 

Ab. [ Aſide.] A parcel of credulous fools; they] Lady. I have been oblig'd to receive more its 
firit tell him their ſecrets, and then wonder how he| than have been agreeable, 


comes to know them, | Sir Geo, Was not Tinſel welcome ?----I'm afraid 
Exit Vellum, exchanging ford looks with Abigail. | to hear an anſwer to my own queſtion. [Aude 
Lady. Learned Sir, may I have ſome converſa- Lady. He was well recommended. 

tion with you, before you begin your ceremonies ? Sir Ces. Racks! [Afide. 
Sir Geo, Speak! but hold---firſt let me feel your | Lady, Of a good family. | 

pulſe. ä Sir Geo. Tortures ! | Allie. 
Lady. What can you learn from that? Lady. Heir to a conſiderable eſtate. 

Sir Geo, I have already learn'd a fecret from it,, Sir Geo. Death! [ Aſide.] And you ill lov? 

that will aftoniſh you. him? Im diſtracted ! Alce- 

Lady. Pray what is it? Lady. No, 1 deſpiſe him. 1 found he had a de- 


Sir Ges. You will have a huſband within this half | fign upon my fortune; was baſe, profligate, cow- 
ur, | _ - ]ard'y, and every thing that could be expected from 

Ab. [ Afde.] Tam glad to hear. that----He muſi |a man of the vile# principles, p 
mean Mr. Fantome; I bzgin te wink there's a good] Lir Ceo. I'm recorcr's, [4 
| e 


6zal of truth in his ert. Ak. h, Madam, bad you ſeen how 
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an elbow- chair, child, ſays he. And where are 
you going ? ſays I, To town, child, ſays he: For, 
to tell thee truly, child, ſays he, I don't care for 
living under the ſame roof with the devil, ; 
Sir Ces. Well, lady, I ſee nothing in all this, 
that may Hinder Sir George's ſpirit from being at 


Lady. If he knows "ny ng of what paſles in 
my heart, he cannot but be ſatisfied of that fond- 
neſs which I bear to his memory, My ſorrow for 
him is always freſh when I think of him. He was 
the kirdeſt, trueſt, tendereſt— Tears will not let 
me go on 

Sir Geo, This quite overpowers me—1 ſha!l diſ- 
cove rmyſelf before my time. ¶ Aſide.— Madam, 
you may now retire, and leaye me to myſelf, 

Lady. Succeſs attend you 

Ab. I with Mr. Fantome gets well off from this 
old Don I know he'll be with him immediately. 

h [Exexnt Lady and Abigail. 
Sir George, ſolus. 

Sir Geo. My heart is now at eaſe; the is the 
ſame dear woman I left her Now for my revenge 
upon Fantome. I ſhall cut the ceremonies ſhort, 
A few words will do his bufineſs No let me 
ſeat myſelf in form good eaſy chair for a 
conjuror, this \=——Now for a few mathematical 
ſcratchez=—==a good lucky ſcrawl, that—PFaith 1 
thiak it, looks very aſtrological=—=Theſe two or 
three magical pot-hooks about it, make it a com- 

lea: conjuror's ſcheme, [ Drum beats, ] Ha, ha, 

a, Sir! are you there? | Enter Drummer. ] Now 
muſt I pore upon my paper. 

Enter Fantome, beating his Drum. 
Sir Geo. Pr'ythee don't make a noiſe, I'm buſy, 
{ Fantome beats. 

Sir Geo. A pretty march! pr'ythee beat that 
over again. [ He beats and advances. 

Sir Geo. | Ring.] Ha! you're very perfect in 
the ſtep of a ghoſt. You ſtalk it majettically. 

| [Fantome advances. 

Sir Geo. How the rogue ſtares, he acts it to ad- 
miration; I'll be hang'd if he has not been prac- 
tiſing this half hour in Mrs. Abigail's wardrobe. 

[ Fantome farts, and gives a rap upon bis drum. 

Sir Ces. P:'ychee don't play the fool, 

[Fantome bea!:, 

Sir Geo. Nay, nay, enough of this, good Mr. 
Fantome. | | 

Fan, [ Afide.) Death! I'm diſcover'd. This 
jade Abigai! has betray'd me. 

Sir Ges, Mr. Fantome, upon the word of an aſtro- 
loger, your thouſand pound bribe will never gain 
my lady Truman. 

Fan. Tis plain ſhe has told him all. [| Afide. 

Sir Geo. Let me adviſe you to make off as faft as 


vou can, or I plainly perceive by my art, Mr. Ghoſt 


will have his bones broke. 
Far, [ Jo Sir George.] Look ye, old gentleman, 
I pe.c:ive you have learnt this ſecret from Mrs. 
Abigail. 
ce. I have learnt it from my art. 
Fan, Thy art! pr'ythee no more of that. Look 
tano you are a cheat as much as I am. And 
if thou'lt keep my counſel, I'll give thee ten broad 
!Cces, 
Sir Geo. I am not mercenary! Young man, I 
ſcorn thy gold. 
Fan. I'll make them up twenty. 


* J 
ſcoundtel he look*d when he left your ladyſkip in 4 
ſwoon ! Where have you left my lady? ſays I. In] your man, I'm not to be frightened with bugbears ! 


Fan. An apparition, old gentleman! you miſtake 
Sir Ces. Let me retire but for a few momente, 


and I will give thee ſuch a proof of my art 


Fan. Why, if thou haft any hocus-pocus tricks 


to plays why can'ſt thou not do them here? | 
ir Geo. The raifing of a ſpirit requires certain + 


ſecret myſteries to be performed, and words to be 
mutter'd in private 
Fan. Well, if 1 ſee through your trick, will you 
promiſe to be my friend? 

Sir Geo. I will—attend and tremble, [ZExite 

Fantome ſolus, . 

Fern, A very ſolemn old aſs! But I ſmoke him 
he has a mind to raiſe his price upon me. I cou'd 
not think this ſſut wou'd have us d me thus. 
begin to grow horribly tir'd of my drum: I wich I 
was well rid of it. However, I have got this by it, 
that it has driven off Tinſel for good and all; I 
{han't have the mortification to ſee my miſtreſs car - 
ry'd off by ſuch a rival. Well, whatever happens, 
I muſt ſtop this old fellow's mouth. 1 muſt not be 
ſparing in huſh- money. But here he comes. 

Enter Sir George in bis own Habit. 

Fan. Ha! what's that! Sir George Truman ! 
This can be no counterfeit. His dreſs ! his ſhape! 
his face! the very wound of which he dy'd! Na 
then tis time to c_— ! Runs off. 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! 
George 
the ; 


. 


of che day. 
Exter Abigail, | 
[Sir George fand: with bis band before Bis 
face, in 4 muſing poſture. 
Ab. Yonder he is. O' my conſcience he has 
driven off the conjuror, Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fan- 
tome! 1 give you joy, I give you joy, What do 
you think of your thouſand pounds now ? Why does 
not the man ſpeak ? [ Pulls bim by the fleewe. 
Sir Geo, Ha! [Taking bis hand from bis faces 
Ab. Oh! "tis my maſter! [ Shrieks. 
* [Running away, be catches ber. 

Sir Ger. Good Mrs. Abigail, not ſo faſt.” 
Ab. Are you alive, Sir *»=He has given my 
Shoulder fuch a curſed tweak! they mult be real 
| finzers; I feel 'em, I'm ſure. 

Sir Geo. What doſt thou think ? 
Ab. Think, Sir? thing? Troth I don't know 
what to think. Pray, Sir, how 
Sir Cer. No queſtions, good Abigail; thy curioſity, 
ſhall be {atisfied in due time. Where's your lady? 
Ab. Oh, i'm ſo frighted !—and fo glad 
Sir Geo, Where's your lady? I aſk your ——— 
Ab. Marry I don't know where I am myſelf 


L can't forbear weeping for o/... 


bring you to yourſelf with one pitch more 


with the ſteward, 


ſhe comes, , ; 
Enter Lady, Flad by Vellum. 

Lady. Where is he? let me fly into his arms! 
My life! my ſoul! my huſband ! 


deareſt of women. | 
Lady. Are you then {till alive, and are you here 
I can ſcarce 


Sir Geo. Avaunt! and that quickly, or I'll raiſe. indeed. 
| Cc 


fuch an apparition as fal 


Sir Geo. Then he has open'd the whole ſtory 
to her, I'm glad he has prepar'd her. Oh! here 


Sir Geo, Oh! let me catch thee to my hearty | 


Fl 


believe my ſenſes! Now am 1 bapyf 


* IE 


—_ 


— — — Woe By ——— ̃ — 


— —— SAD. + 


Sir Geo. Your lady ? I ſay, your lady? I muft | 
Ab. Oh! She has been talking a good while |} 


* 


Sir Geo, My heart is too full to anſwer thee. 


Lady. How could you be fo cruel to defer giving 


me that joy which you knew I muſt receive from 
your preſence? You have robb'd my life of ſome 


hours of happineſs that ought to have been in it. 


Sir Geo. It was to make our happineſs the more 
fincere and unmixt: There will be now no doubts 


to diſh it, 


What has been the affliction of our lives, 


has given a variety to them, and will hereafter ſup- 


ply us with a thouſand materials to talk of. 


Lady. I am now ſatisfied that it is not in the 


power of abſence to leſſen your love towards me. 


” 


Sir Geo. And I am ſatisfied that it is not in the 


power of death to deſtroy that love which makes me 


the happieſt of men. 


Lady. Was ever woman ſo bleſt! to find again 
the darling of her ſoul, when the thought him loſt 
for ever! to enter into a kind of ſecond marriage 
with the only man whom ſhe was ever capable of 


loving! 


Sir Geo, May it be as happy as our firſt, I deſire 


no more? Believe me, 


y dear, I want words to 


expreſs thoſe tranſports of joy and tenderneſs which 


Enter Servants. 


« . 


are every moment riſing in my heart whilſt I ſpeak 
to thee, 


| But. uſt as the ſte ward told us, lads! Look you 


| there, if he ben't with my lady already! 


Gard. He! he! he! what a joyful night will 


this be for Madam. 


Coach, As I was coming in at the gate, a ſtrange 


gentleman whiſk'd by me; but he took to his heels, 
and made away to the George. If I did not ſee 
maſter before me, I ſhould have ſworn it had 8255 


his honour! 


Gard. Haſt thou given orders for the bells to b 
ſet a ringing ? . 
2 Never trouble thy head about that, tit 

Sir. Geo, [To Lady.] My dear, I long as much 
to tell you my whole ſtory, as you do to hear it, 
In the mean while I am to look upon this as my 
wedding-day. Fil have nothing but the voice of 
mirth and feaſting in my houſe. My poor neigh- 
bours and my ſervants ſhall rejoice 'with me. My 
hall ſhall be free to every one, and let my cellars 
be thrown open. 

Bac. Ah! bleſs your honour; may you never die 
again 
Coach. The ſame good man that ever he was! 

Gard. Whurra! : 

Sir Ces. Vellum, thou hat done me much ſer- 
vice to-day: I know thou lov' Abigail, but ſhe's 
diſappointed in a fortune, I'll make it up to both 
of you. ]'ll give thee a thouſand pound with her, 
It 1s not fit there ſhou'd 
houſe to-night. 

Lady. What you do for Abigail, I know is meant 


as a compliment to me. This is a new inſtance of. 
your love. 6. 


Ab. Mr. Vellum, you are a well-fpoken man: 
Pray do you thank my maſter and my lady. | 

Sir Geo. Vellum, I hope you are not diſpleaſed 
with the gift I make you, 


Vel. The gift is twefold, I receive from you 
A virtwous partner, and a portien too; 
For which, in humble wife, I thank the donors; 
And ſo we bid goed-night to both your bo-ncurs.. 


IEA 
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one ſad heart in mx 
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PERSON K. 


| * 
CanoNONHOTON TH@LOGOS, King Herald, : 
of Queerummania. Cook. 
Bous ADN HAN, his General, Doctor. 
ALD1BOR@NTIPHOSCOPHORNIO, and King of the Fidlers. 
RiGpum-Fuxxipos, Courtiers, King of the Antipodes. 
Captain of the Guards. - _ Cupid, {pil 
WOMEN. | 
FADLADINIDA, Queen of Queer- Two Ladies of the Court, 
ummania. | Two Ladies of Pleaſure. 
TATLANTHE, her Favourite. a 7 7 , 
Guards and Attendants, Sc. iN 
SCENE, QvrzzuMMANIA. * 
pu ' — — Ame —_—_—s a 
se E M x, Rig-Fun, My dear friend! you entirely miſap- 


An Anti-Chamber in the Palace. 


Euter Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldiborontiphoſco- 
phornio. | 
Ldiborantiphoſcophornio! - 
Where lett you Chrononhotontho- 
logos? | 
Aldi. Fatigu'd with the tremendous toils of war, 
Within his tent, on downy couch ſuccumbent, 
Himſelf he unfatigues with gentle ſſumbers; 
Lull'd by the chearful trumpets gladſome clangor, 
The noiſe of drums, and thunder of artillery, 
He ſleeps ſupine amidſt the din of war: 
and yet 'tis not definitively ſleep; h 
Rather a kind of dose, a waking ſlumber, 
That ſheds a ſtupe faction o'er his ſenſes : 
For now he nods and ſnores ; anon he ſtarts; 
Then nods and ſaores again. If this be ſleep, 
"Tell me, ye gods! what mortal man's awake! 
What ſays my friend to this? 
Rig-Fun. Say ! I ſay he ſleeps dog-leep: 
What a plague wou'd you have me ſay ? 
Adi. O impious thought! O curs d infinuation ! 
As if great Chrononhotoathologos, . | 
To animals deteftable and vile 
Rad aught the leaff Gmilitude ! 


Rig-Fun, 


P 


prehend me: 1 did not call the King dog by craft; 
[ was only going to tell you that the ſoldiers have 
juſt now teceiv'd their pay, and are all as drunk as 
ſo many ſwabbers. 

Aldi. Give orders inſtantly that no more money 
Be ifſu'd to the troopsz mean time, my friend, 
Let the baths be fill d with ſeas of coffee, 
To ſtupify their ſouls into ſobriety. 

Rig-Fun. 1 faney you had better baniſh the ſut- 
!ers, and blow the Geneva caſks to the devil. 

Aldi. Thou counſel'ſt well, my Rigdum-Funnidos, 
And reaſon ſeems to father thy advice: 
But, ſoft!— The King in penſive 
Seems to reſolve on ſome important doubt 
bay. 90 copious forks ee, . 
Starts forth, ſpontaneous, in ſoliloquy, 
And makes 72 the midwife of his mind. 
Let us retire, left we diſturb his ſolitude. 

[They retire. 


Enter King. 
King. This God of Sleep is watchful to tor- 
ment me, 
And reſt is grown a ſtranger to my eyes: 
Sport not with Chrononhotonthologos, 
Thou idle flumb'rer, thou deteſted Somnus;z 


And force thee to out- ſtare eternity. 


Re-enter Rigdum and Aldiboronti. 
ig.—The King is in a thoft curſed paſſion. 
Pray, who the devil is this Mr. Somaus, he's ſo 

angry withal ? 
Aldi. The fon of Chaos and of Erebus, 
Inceſtuous pair! Brother of Mors relentleſs, 


? 
| 
Aſtoniſh all mankind with hideous glare; 

| Himſelf with ſable plumes, to men benevolent, 
8 Brings downy flumbers and refreſhing ſleep. 

[1 Rig. This gentleman may come of a very good 
| : family, for 2ught I know; but I would not be in 
| His place for the world. El 

| Aldi. But, lo! the King, his footſteps this way 


His cogitative faculties immers'd 
In cogibundity of cogitation: 
Let filence cloſe our folding-doors of ſpeech, 
= Till apt attention tell our heart the purport 
Pf this profound profundity of thought, - | 
1 Re-enter King, Nebles, Attendants, &c. 


defy thee, 
And from mankind ampute thy curs'd dominion. 
Theſe royal eyes thou never more thalt cloſe. 
Henceforth let no man fleep, on pain of death : 
” Inſtead of ſleep, let pompous pageantry 
Keep all mankind eternally awake. 
Bid Harlequino decorate the ſtage 
With all magniticence of decoration: 
” Giants and gianteſſes, dwarfs and pigmies, 
Songs, dances, muſic. in its ampleſt order, 
 Mimes, pantomimes, and all the mimic motion 
> Of ſcene deceptioſive and ſublime, 
It | | [The flat ſcene draws. 
Tb King is ſeated, and a grand Puntomime Entey- 
| tairment is perfermed; in the iaſt of which enters 
1 2 Captainof the Guards. 
* Capt. To arms! to arms} great Chrononhoton- 
| thologos! 
Th' Antipodean pow'rs, from realms below, 
Have burſt the ſolid entrails of the earth; 
Guſhing ſuch cataracts of forces forth, 
This world is too incopious to contain "em : 
Armies on armies march, in form ſtupendous; 
Not lixe our earibly regions, rank by rank, 
Fo Putteero'er teer, high pil'd from earth tv heaven. 
A blazing bullet, bigger than the fun, 
Shot from a huge and monſtrous culverin, 
Has laid your roval citadel in aſhez. 
King. Peace, coward! were they wedg'd like 
golden ingoes, 
Or pent ſo cloſe as to admit no vacuum, 
One look from Chrononhotonthologos 
Shall ſcare them into nothing. Rigdum-Funaidos, 
Bid Bombardinian draw his legions forth, = 
And meet us in the plains of Ceerumme nia. 
This vexy now ourſelves ſhall there 'corjoin him. 


Pony * * 
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For rites of triumph: Let the finging fingers, 

With vocal voices, moſt vociferons, ' 

In ſweet vocjferation, out-vocifetize 

Zen ſound Itſelf, So be it as we have order'd. 

DW 0 FOE | Exeunt Omnes, 
SCENE, A mapificent Apartment, © 
Enter Queen, Tatlanthe, and tene Ladies, 


a 


Bees! — 


„ —— 2 A082 
— — 
8 th... 


| 


to rite, 
And waking rature rubs her ſleepy eyes: 
T he pretty little fieecy,” bleatiag flocks, 
In baa's barmonivus warble thro' the reckt: 


9 22 — — 
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Cad 


2 C Chrongnhotonthologos.. . 


1 1 tear thine eye-balls from their leaden ſockets, | Night gathers up her ſhades in fable hroudsy 


Whoſe ſpeckied robe, and wings of blackeſt hue, : 


[ beading, |. 


RKing.——It is refolv'd——— Now, Somnus, 1 


Mean time, bid all the prieſts prepare their temples | 


Rueer.. Day's curtain drawn, the morn begins 


” 
— 


And whbiſp'ring oziers tattſe to the clouds. 


[ Exit in a hf. What think you, ladies, if an hour we kill, 


At baſſer, ombre, picquet, ar quadtille? 
Tat.—Y our majeſty was pleas'd to order tea. 


[ They are all ſerv'd round with a dram, 
I have a famous fidler ſent from France. 
Did him come in. What think ye of a dagee ) 


Fid. Thus to your majeſty, ſays the ſuppliant 
Wou d you a Solo or Sonata chuſe? mule, 
Or bold Coneerto,, or ſoft Siciliniate 


Alla Franceſe ovefo ip Guſto Romano? 

When you command, 'tis done as ſoon as {| 
Qucen,, A civil feliow '—play us the Black Joak. 
gy { Muſic plays. 


So much for dancing; now let's reſt awhile, 
Bring in the tea-thing:—does the kettie boil? 
Fat.—'ihe water bubbles; and the tea-cups ſkip, 
Through eager hope to kiſs your royal lip, 
. brought in, 
Queen. Come, Ladies, will you plcaſe to 
chuſe your tea? | 
Or green imperial, or Pekoe bohea'? 
iſt Lady.—Never, no, never ſure on earth was ſeen, 
So gracious, ſweet, and affable a queen. 
2d Lady. he is an angel. 
1 Lat She's a goddeſs rather. 
| Tat. She's angel, queen, and goddeſsy/all together, 
veen Away! you flatter me. 
Lady. e don't indeed: 
Your merit does our praiſe by far exceed. | 
Queen. You make me bluſh : Pray help 
me to a fan. | 
1 Lady. That bluſh becomes you. 
at. Wou'd | were a man, 
Queen, I'll hear no more of thele fantaſtic airs, 
[Bell rings. 
The bell rings in : Come, ladies, let's to pray'rs. 
.* [They dance ef. 
SCENE, An Anii-Chamber. 
Enter Rigdum-Funnidos ad Aldiboronti phoſco - 
phornio. - 
Rig-Fun. Egad, we're in the wrong box! Who 
| the devil wou'd have thought that Chranonhotontho» 
lagos mou d beat that mortal fight of Tippodeags? 
Why, there's not a.mother's child of toem to be 
ſeen: egal, they fonted it away as faſt as their 
hands cyuld carry em; but they have left their 
King behind 'em. We have him ſafe, that's one 
comtort. | 
Aldi —Wou's he were fill at ampleſt liberty! 
For, oh! my deareſt Rigdum-Funnidos, 
| | have a rivdie to unridele to thee, h 
wo make thee ſtare thyielf into a ſtatue z 


Our Queen's in love with this Antipodean. 


Rig Tun. The devil ſhe is! Well, 1 tee miſchief 


[is going forward with a vengeance. . 
Udi. But, lo! the conqirar comes, all crown'd 
| with conqueſt ! | | 

A ſolemn triumph graces his return. 
Let's graſp the forelock of this apt occaſion, 
| To gieet the victor in his flow of glory. 
A grand Triumph. 


Enter Chrono hotonthologos, Guards and Au- 


dants, &c. met by Rigdum-F unnidos and 
rantiphoſcophornio. 
Aidi.—Al hail to Chrononhotonthologos!- 


| 


| Thrice trebly welcome to your loyal ſubjects 5 


Myſelf and faithful Rigdum-Funnidos, 
| ho ia a labyrinth of love and loyalty, 


— 


— 2—V——— 


Queen. My mind is alter d; bring ſome ratifia, | 


Queen ard Ladies dance the Slack FJook, 


lp 


en- 


And read in them what tongue can never utter. 
Cbro,——A)diborontiphoſcophornio, 
To thee, and gentle Rigdum-Funnidos, . 
Our gratulations flow in ſtreams unbounded : 
Our bounty's debtor wot ys loyalty, 
Which ſhall'with int'reſt be repaid ere . 
But where's our Queen! where's Fadladinida! | 
She ſhould be foremoſt in this gladſome train, 
To grace our triumph; but I fee the flights me. 
This haughty Queen ſhall be no longer mine, 
In have a ſweEt and gentle concubine. 
Rig. Now, my dear little Phoſco horny, for a 
ſwingeing lye to bring the Queen off, and I'll run 
with it to her this minute, that we may all be in a 
ſtay, Say ſhe has got the thorough-go-nimble. 
| [ Whiſpers, and fleals off. 
Aidi.—Speak not, great Chrononhotonthologos, 
In accents fo injuriouſly ſevere, 
Ot Fadladinida, your faithful queen: 
By me ſhe ſends an embaſſy of love, 
Sweet blandiſhments and kind con 
But cannot, oh ! ſhe cannot come herſelf. 
King. Our rage is turn'd to fear: What ails 
the qu- en ? 
Aldi. A ſudden diarrhœa's rapid force 


So ſtimulates the periſtaltie motion, | 


That ſhe by far out-does her late out-doing, 
And all conclude her royal life in danger. 

King. Bid the phyficians of the world affemble 
In conſultation, ſolemn and ſedate. 
More to corroborate their Tage reſolves, 
Call from their graves the learned men of old: 
Galen, Hippocrates, and Paracelſus; | 
Doctors, apothecaries, ſurgeons, chymiſts, 
All, all, attend; and ſee they bring their med' cines. 
Whole magazines of gaili-potted noſtrums, 
Matetializ'd in pharmaceutic order. 
Tae man that cures our queen ſhall have our em- 

pire ! [I [ Exeunt omnes. 
SCENE, a Garden. 
Enter Tatlanthe and Queen. 

Queen, Heigh ho! my heart! > 

Tat. What ails my gratious queen? 

Ducen. O would to Venus I had never ſeen 

Tot. Seen what, my royal miſtreſs? _ 

Queen, Too, too much! 

Tat, Did it affright you? i 

Qucen.— No, tis nothing ſuch. 

Tat, What was it, madam ? 


Queen. Really I don't know, + 

Tat. It muſt be ſomething! 7 

Veen. No! 

Tat, Or nothing! 

Queen. No. / 

- £1, Then 1 conclude, of courſe, fince it was 
neither, 


Nething and ſomething jumbled well together. 
dien. Oh! my Tatlanthe, have you never ſeen? 
Ji. Can I gueſs what, unleſs you tell, my queen? 
Ireen. The king 1 mean. 
Tat, Juſt now return'd from war: 
Re rides like Mars in his tziumpbal car. 
Conqueſt precedes with laure!s in his hand; | 
Behind hum Fame does on her tripos ſtand; | 
Mer golden trump ſhrill thro? the air the ſounds, 
Which rends the earth, and thence to heaven re- 
Trophies and ſpoils innumerable grace f bounds ; 
Vos triumph, which all triumphs does deface: 
fe then, great queen? your hero thus to meet, 
Was longs to lay his laurels at your feet. | 


Intreat you to infpeRt our inmoſt ſouls, p Your talk's diffafteful. 


| Tat.oo— what 411 lay? 


' Tat.————Didn't you name the King? - 


Queen. I did, Tatlanthe, but it was not thineg | 


The charming king 1 mean, is on 


ly mine. 0 
Tat. Who elſe, who elſe, ber thc a" charming 


fair 
In Chronoahotonthologos ſhould habe“ 
The queen of- beauty, and the god of arms, 


In him and you united blend their charms. ; 


Oh! had you feen him, how he dealt out death, 
ad at one firoke robb'd thouſandaof their dreathz 
ile on the flaughter'd heaps himſelf did rife, 

In pyramids of ueſt to the ſkies: | 

The gods all hail'd, and fain would have him Rays 

But your bright charms have call'd him thence” 


away. | 
| Nuees., This does my utmoR indign raiſe : 
You are too pertly l — © ee 
Leave me for ever! 
Tatlanthe kneeling. 


: 


Do not, great Queen, anger thus diſplay! 
O, frown'me St od aie wee live to — 
My gracious Queen and miſtreſs ſo ſevere! | 
I've made ſome horrible miſtake, no doubt! 
Oh! tell me what it is! | 
— No, find it out. 3 
at. No, I will never leave you; here I'll grow 
Till you ſome token of forgiveneſs ſhow : | 
Oh! all ye pow'rs above, come down, come down! - 
And from her brow difpel that frown. 

es Tm riſe, you have prevail'd at 


Offend no more, and I'll excuſe wiiut's pt.. 
| [Tatlanthe ade, rifings 
Tat. Why, what a foot was I, not to perceive her 
paſſion for the topſy-turvy King, the gentleman ' 
that carries his head where his heels be!? 
But I muſt tack about, I fee. 


To the Queen, 
Excuſe me, gracious Madam! if ws 


Bears ſympathy with yours in ev'ry part; 

With you alike I ſorrow and rejoĩce, 

Approve your paſſion, and commend your choice; 

The captive King "PEP 
veen, That's he! that's he! that's he! 

I'd die ten thouſand deaths to ſet him free: 

Oh! my Tatlapthe! have you ſeen his face, 

His air, his ſhape, his mien, his ev'ry grace? 


* 


eg 


nnn ka. 


In what a charming attitude he ſtands, 


How prettily he foots it with his hands! 
Well, to his arms, no, to his legs I fly, 
For I muſt have him, if I live or die. 


$CENE, „ Bub-Chomber, © 
Chrononhotonthologos - pn E 
[ Rough 


- Gp 
Salt-bexes and Roliing-pint, Grilivons and Tongs, 
$:20-gelders Horm, row-bones and Cleavers, 


&c. &c. 
s [He wakes, 
Cbro. What heav'fly ſounds are theſe that charta 
my ears ? F | 


| y | 
Sure tis the muſic of the tunefu] ſpheres, 
Erter Captain of the Guards. | 
Capt. A meſſenger from Gen'ral Bombardinian  - 
Craves inſtant audience of your mejeſty. 
Chro. Give him admittance. ” 
| Enter Herald. 
Her. Long life to Chrononhotont 
Your faithful Gen'ral Bombardinian 
Sends you his tongue, tranſplanted in my. mouth, 


en. - Art » Tatlaathe? 1 meant no 
lach taing, i >] 


To pour his foul out in your royal cars, 


4 VJ EE 
To jolly young huſbands your perſon ſhall ſhare, 
Gilliflow'r, &c. 


Chro. Then uſe thy maſter's tongue with reve- 
Nor waſte it in thine on loquacity,  / [rence, 
But briefly and at large declare thy meſſage. 

Her. Suſpend awhile, great Chrononhatonthologos, 
The fate of empires, and the toils of war, 

And in my tent let's quaff Phalernian wine, 

Till our fouls mount, and emulate the gods. 

Two captive females, beauteous as the morn, 
Submiſſive to your wiſhes, court your option. 
Haſte then, great king, to bleſs us with you preſence. 
Our ſcouts already watch the wiſh'd approach, 
Which ſhall be welcom'd by the drums dread rattle, 
The cannons thunder, and the trumpets blaſt ; 
While J, in front of mighty myrmidons, 

Receive my king in all the pomp of war.. 

Chro. Tell him I come; my flying ſteed prepare; 
Ere thou art half on horſeback, I'll be there. 


#3 [Exeunt, 
38380 EN E, @ Priſon. - 
ThyKing of the a diſcover d aſleep on a Couch. 


nter p46" POW 
Queen. Is this a place, oh! all ye gods above! 
This a reception for the man I love? | 
See in what ſweet tranquility he ſleeps, 
While nature's ſelf at his confinement weeps. 
Riſe, lovely monarch! ſee your friend appear, 
No Chrononhotonthologos is here. _ 
Command your freedom, by this ſacred ring; 
Then command me : What ſays my charming king ? 
[ She puts the ring in bis mouth; be bends the 
| fever, and makes a roaring noiſe. 
Queen, What can this mean! he lays his feet at 
Is this of love, or hate, his country's ſign? [mine;, 
Ah, wretched queen ! how hapleſs is thy lot, 
To love a man that underſtands thee not ! 
Oh, lovely Venus, goddeſs all divine! 
And gentle Cupid, that ſweet ſon of thine ! 
Aſſiſt, aſſiſt me, with your {.cred art; 
And teach me to obtain this ſtranger's heart! 
Venus deſcends in ber chariot, and fings, 
1 


Ven. See Venus docs attend thee, 


My dilding, my delding, | 


Love's goddeſs will befriend thee, 
| Lily bright and ſbinee. 
With pity and compaſſion, 


My dilding, my delding 
She fees thy tender paſſion, : 
Lily, &c. Da Capo. 


A1n changes, 
To thee I yield my pow'r divine, 


Dance ever the Lady Lee. 


Demand whate'er thou wilt, tis thine, a 
My gay lady. 
Take this magic wand in hand, £444 hike 
: Dance, &c. 
All the world's at thy command, 
| | My gay, &c, Pa Capo. 

Cupid deſcends = fings. 
| A 1 R, 


| Are you a widow, or are you a wife? 
> CGilliflow'r, gentle roſemary. 
Or are you a maiden, ſo fair and ſo bright 
As the dew that flies over the — tree. 
Aueen, Would I were a widow, as I am a wife, 


Gilliflow'r, Kc. 


But I'm, to my ſorrow, a maiden as bright, 
0 Als the dew, &c. 
Capid. You ſhall be a widow before it is night, 
G . Giliiflew'r, &c. 
No longer a maiden ſo fair and fo bright 
is ite dexw, &c. 


* 
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No longer a maiden'fo fair and ſo bright 
Als tbe dexy, &c, 


Two jolly young huſbands your perſon ſhall ſhare, 


Gilli 7 
And twenty fine babies, all lovely es. o'r * 
8 As the dew, &c. 
Deen. O thanks, Mr. Cupid, for this your good 
news? Gillifleew'r, &c. 
What woman alive would ſuch favours refuſe ? 
While the Gew, cc. 


Venus and Cupid re-aſcend; the Queen goes off, and 


Hands. 
SCENE, Bombardinian's Tex. 


Bomb. This honour, royal Sir! fo royalizes 
The royalty of your moſt royal actions, 
The dumb can only utter forth your praiſe ; 
For we, who ſpeak, wants words to tell ourmeaning, 
Here! fill the goblet with Phalernian wine; 
And, while our monarch drinks, bid the ſhrill trumpet 
Tell ali the gods that we propine their healths, 
King Hold, Bombardinian, I efteem it fit, 


I Wich ſo much wine, to eat a little bit. 


Bomb. See that the table inſtantly be ſpread, 
With all that art and nature can produce. 
Traverſe from pole to pote; ſail round the globe; 
Bring every eatable that can be eat ? 
The Kiog ſhall eat, tho' all mankind be ſtarv'd. 

Coo. 1 am afraid his majeſty will be ſtarv'd before 
can run round the world for a dinner; beſides, 
where's the money? 

King. Ha! doſt thou prattle, contumacious ſlave! 
— ſeize the villain z broil him, fry him, ſtew 

im! 


' ] Ourſelves ſhall eat him, out of mere revenge. 


Cook. O pray your majeily, ſpare my life; there's 
ſome nice cold pork in the pantry; I'll haſh it for 
your majeſty in a minute, 

Cbro. Be thou ſirſt haſh'd in hell, audacious ſlave 

Kills bim, and turns to Bombaréinian. 

Haſh'd pork ! Shall Chrononhotontholo 
Be fed with ſwine's fleſh, and et ſecond-hand ? 
Now, by the gods, thou doſt inſult us, General! 

Bomb. The gods can witneſs, that I little thought 
Your majeſty to other fleth than this 
Had aught the leaft propenſity. 

| [ Pojnts to the Ladies. 

King. Is this a dinner for a hungry monarch ? 

Bomb. Monarchs as great as Chrononhotontholo- 
Have made Kerry hearty meal of worſe, sos, 

King. Hg, traitor ! doſt thou brave me to my teeth 
Take this feward, and learn to mock thy maſter. 

[ Strikes Lim. 

Bom. A hlow ! ſhall Bombardinian take a blow ? 
Bluſh, bluſt, thou ſen ! fart back, thou rapid ocean! 
Hills, vales, ſeas, mountains! al! commixing crum- 


For Bombardinian has receiv'd a blow, | 
And Chrunonhotonthologos ſhall die! [Daus 
The women run off, crying, Help Murder, Cc. 
ing. What means the traitor? 
Bomb, = Traitor, in thy teeth 


Thus ] defy thee, 8 
7 fights be kiils the Kings 
Ha at bave I done? 
Oo, call a coach, and let a coach be call d; 
And let the man that calls it be the caller; 
And, in dis calling, let him nothing tall, 
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Toe King of the Antipodes follows walking on bit 
Scene cloſes. . 


King and Bombardinian, at a Teblevith tæso Ladies. 


And into chaos pulverize the world; | blez 


But coach! coach] coach! "Oh, for a coach, ye gods! 
[ Exit raving. 
— wwith a Doctor. 

Bomb. How fares your majeſty ? 

Def My lord, he's dead. 

Bomb. Ha! dead? :mpoſſible! it cannot be! 
pd not believe it, tho“ himſelf ſhould ſwear it. 
Go join his body to his ſoul again, 

Or, by this light, thy ſoul ſhall quit thy body. 

D:8. My lord, he's far beyond the power of phyſic, 
Kis ſoul has left his body and this world. 

Bemb, Then go to other world and fetch it back. 

[ Kills bim. 

And, if I find thou trifleſt wich me there, 
I'll chace thy ſhade through myriads of orbs, 
And drive thee far beyond the verge of nature, 
Ha'—Call'ſt thou, Chrononhotentholagos ? 
Jcome! your faithful Bombardinian comes! 
He comes, in worlds unknown to make new wars, 
And gain thee empires num'rous as the ſtars. 

[ Kills bim ſelf. 

Enter Queen and others. 

Aldi. O horrid, horrible, and horrideft horror 
Our King! our General! our Cook! our Doctor! 
All dead! ſtone dead NY __ 
0h! All proan, a Tra on. 

Queen. My PS dead! Ye Km Torre is't 
To make a widow of a virgin queen ? you mean, 
For, to my great misforune, he, poor Ki 
Has left me ſoz i'n't that a wretched thing? 

Tat. Why then, dear Madam, make no farther 


Were 1 —— majeſty, I'd try mother. - [pother; 


brononbotonthologos. 
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Queen, I think tis beſt to follow thy advice. 
Tat. I'll fit you with a huſband in a ttice: 
Here's Rigdum-Funnidos, a proper man; 
If any one can pleaſe a queen, he can. 
Rig-Fun. Ay, that Ican, and pleaſe your 
So, ceremonies apart, let's proceed to buſi 
_ _ but the mourning takes up all my 


; I'm at'a | lofs what kind of weeds to wear, 


Rig-Fun. Never talk of mourning, Madam, 
One ounce of mirth is worth a pound of ſorrow ; 
Let's bed to-night, and then we'll wed ta- morrow. 
I'll make thee a great man, my little Phoſcophorny. 

4 To Aldi. afide. 

Aldi. I ſcorn your bounty, I'M king, or no- 
Draw, miſcreant ! draw! [thing. 

Rig-Fun.——— No, Sir, ru take the law. g 

Runs bebind the Queen. 
geen. Well, gentlemen, to make the matter eaſy, 
I'll have you both; and that, I hope, will pleaſe ye. 
And now, Tatlanthe, thou art all my care: 
Where ſhall I find thee ſuch another pair? 
Pity that you, 'who've ſerv'd ſo long, fo well, 
Shou'd die avirgin, and lead apes in hell! 
Chuſe for yourſelf, dear girl, our empire round, 
Your portion is twelve hundred thouſand pound. 
Aldi. Here! take theſe dead and bloody corſe 
away; 
Make preparation for our wedding-day. 
Inſtead of ſad ſolemnity and black, 
Our hearts ſhall ſwim in claret and in ſagk, : 
{ Exeunt oe. 
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